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IN THE REIGN OF TERROR. 

(A FRENCH NOBLBMAN SPBAKS). 

COME I courage, my soul. The last moments roll. 
Ere lon;7 I shall reach the glad rest of the goal. 
One moment of gloom at my horrible doom, 
Where my murderers yield me a terrible tomb. 
And the fight will be done and the victory won, 
Then fail me not, brave heart, I die for my son. 

Shall the last of my race be slain in disgrace. 

Some low-minded ruffian be lord in his place ? 

My forefathers, no ! it shall not be so, 

I have freed him and bared my own neck for the blow. 

What care I for life ? They have murdered my wife. 

Then, hurrah, for the kiss of the glittering knife ! 

No sorrow can wring my bosom. I cling 

To the grand knightly creed, cleaving fast. to my king. 

We have learnt to fall at our sovereign's call : 

I have dnmk of his honey and drink of his gall. 

So, calmly I stand, taking Death by the hand, 

A ghost with the ghosts of his beautiful land. 
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Ah, life was so sweet, yet I knelt at the feet 
Of the Arch-traitor, stooping for once to deceit ! 
Ah, his mocking cold stare at my deadly despair ! 
I grovelled and writhed till he granted my prayer. 
The populace gaped, but my spirit I draped 
In funeral robes. Thus my brave son escaped. 

He is free, he is free, safe beyond the blue sea. 
Sweet life blooms for him, dark death waits for me. 
Let the cormorants dive for fresh victims and drive 
Their beaks in their bosoms. Were I left alive 
With my weary grey head and my son lying dead, 
I could never face God. So I die in his stead. 

For my king, for my son I. Lord ! a good work is done, 
Since death will make me and my Josephine one. 
My beloved, my lifers light, pleasure passed from my sight 
When you kissed me farewell and went into the night 
Smile down from the sky, on the scaffold be nigh. 
They shall see, tlie poltroons, how French noblemen die. 

The lovely day breaks, the great city shakes 
With that murderous riot where souls are the stakes. 
A golden light falls on the grim prison walls — 
Ha ! Ha ! some foul nightmare my senses appalls. 
Bring me buckler and lance ! Why look you askance ? 
I was ever the haughtiest noble in France. 

Mount steed and away to the forests for prey ! * 
Hark ! the hounds keep some ravenous monster at bay. 
Away I we must start. Let none flinch from his part. 
But with skilful stout arm strike straight at the heart. 
Then his struggles are o'er. Ye Gods ! what a roar I 
By my good sword we have him, a brawny wild boar. 

Let the hounds at him first Tliey must fisiin quench their thirst 
On their old foe, and then ! strike a good blow who durst. 
Back, back, lest he dash ! Watch the angry brute gnash 
His teeth at the stream of dark blood from that gash. 
Ha ! My best hound is thrown, that faced him alone, 
Pierced through by the cruel tusks — dead as a stone. 
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Back, back ! Take good heed. Here he comes at full speed. 

Head bent, eyes ablaze with a bloodthirsty greed. 

Pray the Powers for good luck. He stops ! He is struck 1 

Well done ! In his temple the spear-head is stuck. 

Let him plunge, let him reel. That wound will not heal. 

Death entered the brain on that point of cold steel. 

A right royal beast. Let him lie. To the feast 

Away in a gallop ! "What will you. Sir Priest ? 

Hark, friends, what he saith : " Prepare for your death," 

Your Reverence, mock me not, waste not your breath. 

A truce to this jest. Come, sirs, never rest 

Till you pledge in a goblet the girls you love best. 

Ho ! what mad riot comes with beating of drums. 
And hoarse yctis of cut-throats escaped from the slums? 
Make ready, bold sirs ; ply bridles and spurs. 
Till with one charge we scatter these hungry base curs. 
Are you under some charm ? You are pale with alarm. 
I alone then — good Priest, quit your grasp of my arm. 

Take your hands from the reins ; the tightened curb pains 
My black stallion. Stand back, lest he dash out your brains. 
God's life, what a knave ! Are you seeking a grave ? 
Away ! once for all, I will not be your slave. 
Speak plainly. I caught some syllables. What ? 
The guillotine ? Merciful Christ, I forgot. 

Lift me up from the floor. See ! the crimson drops pour 

From my poor wounded head. A sweet dream, nothing more, 

Was the beautiful flock of past joys ; then the shock 

Succeeded ; I fainted. Now, staunch as a rock, 

I will face the fierce tide that awaits me outside. 

And die as French noblemen always have died. 

Now my arms are boimd, bear me swift to the ground. 

Like a flash I will flit beyond sight, beyond sound. 

Fling open the gates. The fatal cart waits. 

(You should settle that hinge, sir, just hear how it grates.) 

But what ? Only one who with me has begun 

His last ioumey ? Lord Jesus, *tis he, 'tis my son ! 
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My brain is on fire. God*s curse on the liar 
Who slaughters the son that was saved by the sire. 
The Judas who shames the most damnable names. 
Whose reward is a sovereign-seat in Hell-flames, 
When snapped is his rod, and the lives he has trod 
Into powder stand forth and accuse him to God. 

One last embrace ! So ! Dry those bitter tears. Throw 

The head back. The mad mob must not laugh at otu* woe. 

A few minutes' space at this funeral pace, 

And France looks her last on a gallant good race. 

The cart stops. We must die : no, my brave son, not I, 

You are weaker, go first. Keep a stout heart. Good-bye. 

Win hisfourage be cowed ? No, the boy is too proud. 

See, he smiles a contemptuous smile on the crowd. 

I cover my eyes, but those devilish cries 

Ring out that the demons have gained a fresh prize. 

Away ! I am sick till these maddened brutes lick 

My blood too. I'm ready. Come, headsman, be quick* 



REVENGE IS SWEET, 

(A FRBNCH PEASANT SPBAKS.) 

HA ! Ha ! Ha ! How did he like it, I wonder. 
When he felt his tongue torn out, his backbone broken 
asunder, 
As he staggered at night from the alley, a coward's hood roimd his 

head. 
And stumbled on me and implored, for the Saints' sake, a morsel 
of bread. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha 1 How changed in mien was this scion 
Of hard-fisted wealth, high blood, since last I saw him, the lion, 
Who slew sweet souls at his will to provide hot lust for his feast. 
He lived a beastly bad life. It is fit he should die like a beast 
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Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! I am happy. My anger is sated. 
Patiently six long years I bore with the monster and waited 
Till the cry of the people arose and the terrified tyrants fled, 
Then I sang aloud in my joy, for I swore to have one man*s head. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! How he shrieked and started, astounded, 

As the moon made visible me, me, the poor broken wretch he had 

hounded, 
Till all my pleasures were slain, and a vow came into their place, 
Not to die till my dagger had mangled my young lord's beautiful 

face. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha I My master was always cruel, 

But yet I had spared the fool, had he laid no hand on my jewel. 

Patience had steeled my mind. When he tortured but me, it was 

well. 
He cast an eye on my love. I grew worse than a devil from Hell. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! I wonder myself at my laughter. 
Hark to the rest. I married my bonny bride. Six months after, 
This hawk with the dazzling eyes found out the nest of my dove. 
Flung gauds in her lap, enticed her. I cursed my life and my 
love. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! For one short month at the castle 
She was robed in satins and silks, more like a queen than a vassal. 
A painted girl took his fancy. My love was flung from the door. 
She took the road towards Paris. I shall see my love never more. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Thenceforth there was nothing pleasant 
For me in this life. A demon I grew, no longer a peasant. 
I sharpened my knife on the whetstone. ' I vowed my terrible vow. 
Not to rest in peace till I slew him. There ! look at the ruffian 
now. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! What an earthquake has shaken the world ! 
From their old high places of power the pitiless lords are hurled. 
The poor are the masters now. No fear that the sabres will rust. 
Down with them, down with the rich 1 One and all must be laid 
in the dust. 
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Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! One moment I watched him stagger 

With fright, then I hissed her name, and into him plunged my 

dagger, 
Then I bruised his beautiful face and fixed a noose on a rope. 
And slung him up to the lamp, beyond reach of king or of pope. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! Had he kept his claws from my Alice, 
Nor stripes nor curses had made me mad with a murderous malice. 
He felt that my beautiful bride was too precious a toy for a boor. 
So he thought, but never again shall he lust for a face that is pure. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! She paces the streets, a harlot. 

Her black hair down to her waist, her white cheeks spotted with 

scarlet. 
And I laugh with a maniac's laughter, I look with a maniac's stare 
On a bloodstained blade in my hand and a bundle of clothes in 

the air. 

Dear, dead, beautiful love ! Had he only spared you, my treasure^ 
We might have loved to the end, known joy in bountiful measure. 
What mattered the sweat and the toil, while the light of a splendid 

love shone ? 
What mattered the cuts of the whip ? But ah, my love, you are 

gone. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! I cut him down without pity. 

Fling him down on the stones, to be gnawed by the dogs of the city. 

Ha I Ha I Ha ! A grand revenge has been mine. 

Here is gold from his pocket. Go I fetch me a beaker of wine. 



A GA VOTTE BY GLUCK. 

13 ISE from sleep, friends, and sail o'er the bountiful seas 
AV Of the dead years and anchor in princely proud France, 
In the gorgeous Court Hall of the gay Tuilcries, 

Alive with the joy of an exquisite dance. 
Alive with the truest blood, loyalest, bluest blood. 

By Heaven, a life-time were worth such a glance. 
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'Sdeath, how the lifeblood flows quicker and boils 
At the maddening measure. We kiss and we float 

To the sweets of Elysium, bound in the coils 
That lead us to Lethe. We heed not the mote 

That blackens our sunlight to a smirched, dirty, dun light, 
The fingers that itch to be fast in each throat. 

Why should we? She stands there, so beauteous, our Queen, 

Our fairest, our best, like the May -bom bud 
Of a rare priceless rose-tree. To her what can mean 

That the gaunt, grim-faced beggars are chewing the cud 
Of the ages that cram in their bodies through famine 

To Hell ? She has never been sickened at blood. 

How can she, with angel-face, eyes like the sim. 

The spotless, high-spirited, sweet girl-wife 
Dream that the sands of her destiny nm 

So swift that the ruffians will clutch at her life. 
And, like wolves a lamb, rend it and bow down her splendid 

Proud head to the stroke of the murderous knife ? 

Why should we? Smiles play on the King's face: no fleck 
Mars his calmness, full-fed by the flatterers' breath. 

Kind, good, woman-hearted, unstained by a speck, 
(** All unmeet for a man to a monarch," one saith.) 

How reck, 'mid these revels, that a hoarse sea of devils 
Would vex the sweet heaven with shrieks for his death ? 

Why should we ? The stars of nobility gleam. 
Nor gallant words, love-kisses, sweet smiles relax. 

O beautiful brave beings, how could you dream' 
That the bondslave would rise from the curse of the tax. 

When the sharp stripes had pricked him, and bring each high victim 
To die for his sins by the gluttonous axe ? 

O beautiful brave ones, of HcU-hours like these 
How dream, that each one of you surely must drink 

The black cup of death to the uttermost lees 
To ransom your fathers* souls ? How could you think, 

While you flirted and fiddled, that your bodies, shot-riddled, 
Would make the blue Seine an incarnadmed sink ? 
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Away with the thought ! For our hearts are on fire. 

We have danced through the night and the black sky is shot 
With a thin streak of red over Notre Dame's spire. 

Our earth is it heaven, our bosoms are hot 
With a wonderful madness, of sadness and gladness. 

Great Master, replay your fantastic Gavotte. 

Again and again, for thy charm is not less, 

O sad, plaintive, passionate, lullaby lilt. 
Can you read it, my brothers ? Ah ! no, but I guess 

The master saw oceans of human'blood spilt, 
With eyes of a prophet, in greedy grim Tophet, 

And prayed thus that great God would lighten man's guilt. 

The dancers move slower and slower, and cease. 

The weird music dies into coos like a dove, 
The brief storm-passion has passed into peace, 

Worthy work of the maker, for deep human love 
Sits shrined in that face on you. master, God's grace on you, 

God's guiding hand to the glory above. 

The dancers are vanished, the music is dead, 
The dark shadows flee and the night-tempests hush 

Their moans, as the crimson sun raises his head. 
With a depth of despair beyond tears in his blush 

For mad future slaughters of sons and of daughters. 
God's life ! At the portals of hell what a crush ! 

And they lived, laughed and loved a full cycle ago, 
And their beauty is dead and their tongues are dumb. 

They are taken whither we all must go, 
When the lips that bring death in a cold kiss come. 

Yet the master's sweet singing is still ever ringing. 
For God grants an after-death glory to some. 

To him through the years that have crumbled to dust, 

A life has been given, still buoyant and strong. 
In the Temple of Fame is a niche with his bust. 

For, though his thoughts halted and though chords went wrong. 
Still, hearing God's whisper, no cowardly lisper. 

He spake it in this clear mosaic of song. 



BRUNO. 



BRUNO. 

TT'OU ask me why do I live alone with my dreams and my 
■*• dreary books, 

Away £rom the laughter of children and the beauty of woman's 

looks, 
Here in my palace at Florence, fronting the empty square 
That hears no sound all day save the drone of monks at prayer. 
Or the song of a village maid going home from market or fair. 

Why not go to the country when the noons grow terribly hot. 
For, search all Tuscany through, and you find not a lovelier spot 
Than my villa faAng the Amo ? That's true, but I choose instead 
To be broiled alive in the city, for it's better to make one's bed 
In an oven than rest in a place where the best of one's friends 
lies dead. 

Say that the crime was not mine, that the woman alone was to 

blame. 
That the tempter was guilty in deed and the doer guilty in name. 
Whisper : ** Wljat folly, to mourn a brute laid low in a burst 
Of passion, to weary your life with what was a trifle at worst." 
Plead what you please, but still I hold the villa accursed. 

Hear me and judge. It is thirty summers ago since the noon 
When I sat alone with the woman, who struck my soill into tune. 
In the silent shadowy garden, that forms my villa's ledge. 
With no one in sight save Bruno, my old dog, down at the edge 
Of the Amo, sleepy with heat, and dabbling his feet in the sedge. 

Oh ! what an hour for a lover, who knows that a little red mouth 
Is burning to whisper : •* Remember, at dawn I go to the South 
With my uncle, the Abbot, to Naples, bearing a life-long pain, 
Unless you stay me and murmur : * For love's sake, darling, 

remain. 
For the world were little to me if ever I lost you again.' " 

What profit to know that her face spoke love, though her heart 

was cool. 
That she used her beauty to snare a nch and gullible fool ? 
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What use to fight against fate ? A blush and a joyous cry, 
A gleam of triumphant eyes, a kiss and a satisfied sigh, 
And Bianca and I were one, bound fast by a crownmg lie. 

Away to the East flashed Florence ; before us the Arao ran ; 

In front of us, white as snow, was a marble statue of Pan ; 

All was stillness and peace : not a sound save our own hearts* 

beat; 
Till hark ! a pitiful whine from the river's edge, and a fleet 
Rush of a great brown body that stopped and growled at our feet. 

** Bruno,*' I cried, with a laugh, caressing him, "Tell me what cause 

Made you rush from the river, stirred such working of jaws 

On this broiling August mom.*' But a sound 'twixt a sob and 

a wail 
Deadened my joy, as the life of a rose is deadened by hail, 
And, turning aside, I saw my lady's beloved face pale. 

What ailed her, merciful God ? what meant that terrible sound ? 

That quiver of soft red lips ? I flung the dog to the ground. 

And faced, her with outstretched arms, but she rose and cried: 

** Let me be ! 
Love your dog if you will, but I swear you shall not love me. 
Fori must have all or none, be a slave, or entirely free." 

"Love Bruno and not love you? what folly, beloved," I cried, 

" What is the love of a dog beside the love of a bride ? 

Nothing. Then kiss me, sweet." But her black eyes blazed with 

scorn. 
And she cried: "Men say that you love that brute, beyond all 

tilings bom. 
Are you willing to prove them liars, at my bidding, this Ai^ust 

mom?" 

Willing ? I knelt at her feet and swore to do what she would, 
Swore to murder my friend if she wished. Did she wish it? "O 

good 
Fond lover," she whispered, "^wish it." Straightway her desire 

was won, 
A flash of a dagger blade and the murderous deed was done, 
And Bruno, my brave old friend, lay dying there in the sun. 
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Lay dying ? Nay dead, for alas, next moment his life was spent, 

And, flinging the dagger down at the feet of Bianca, I went 

In silence and sorrow straightway far away from the home of my race 

Over the lands and the seas, seeking a peaceful place. 

Where none might know of the sin or see the shame in my face. 

At last I found shelter in Florence and some little solace, and so 
I bury myself in my books all day,, but at nightfall I go 
Away from the city and muse, as I pace by the Amo*s side, 
On that long-ago August morn, till I fancy the years divide. 
And I see my beautiful villa and the garden where Bruno died. 

But I never shall see the villa and doubtless the city is best. 

But ah ! for one look at the villa ! Well, what matter ? Excuse 

me, my guest. 
I know what the journey from Rome is. Not tired ? Well, a little 

more wine ? 
And what's the last news from the Vatican? Does his Holiness 

really design — ? 
Ah ! Here comes Luigi at last, and I see you are ready to dine. 
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PLEASE you, sweet? Then grant me pardon. 
Kiss for song is fair, you know. 
Here's my song. A flower-famed garden, 
^On an evening long ago. 
Such an evening in September, 

Saw two lovers — though time slips 
This one fact I can remember — 
Lips to lips. 

Scold and pelt me now with roses. 

Cake I offered, scarce a crumb 
Can I give. The tale here closes, 

Since the lovers' bard is dumb. 
Dead and gone, his parchment broken 

By the lost years' wear and tear. 
And their graves alone betoken 
Who they were. 
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Must I end it ? Nay, Murillo 
Shall assist me, sore-bestead. 

First I frame a velvet pillow 

From these mosses for your head, 

Then this picture next discovers 
All my story lacked of grace. 

And you see these self-same lovers. 
Face to face. 

*lVAy those figures in the distance? 

See^ betwixt those orange graves V^ 
Sweet, I fain must make resistance 

To those queries. It behoves 
That I tune afresh my fiddle 

With an arm your love makes strong, 
Ere I venture to the middle 
Of my song. 

To begin then. In a Spanish 
Gray -walled garden, where you feel 

Flowers and fruits can never vanish. 
An Hidalgo of Castile 

Wooed a dainty, dark-haired maiden. 
And the painter shows his might, 

Fainting two such faces, laden 
With delight. 

Never many maids were gifted 
With such loveliness as this. 

See ! her haughty head is lifted 
To her lover's fervent kiss. 

As I lift your own head thus, love, 
And the rose is on her cheeks 

And her voice relives for us, love. 
As she speaks : 

"Love me, love, through all the ages, 
As I hold thee best-adored, 
And at midnight in a page's 
Dress, and at my side a sword, 
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I will meet thee at the gate, love, 

Then away beyond the sea. 
Where the hand of Love shall mate, love. 
Thee and me. 

" Oh, the peril that I dreaded I 

Death were dearer far, God knows, 
Than to live a victim, wedded 

To the knave my kinsmen choae. 
To the base Don Bernardino 

Who is stained with sins untold. 
Men may honor him, but we know 
Dross from gold. 

** So I swore that I would rather 
Die and dream within a grave. 
And I knelt before my father. 

But he trembles, like a slave, 
In his hands, whose heart is cruel. 

Whom my face alone allures. 
Let him be. My own bright jewel, 
I am yours. 

•* Kiss me once, then leave me, darling. 
Till the moon and stars awake. 
Hush ! what means your mastifPs snarling ? 

Go, love, quickly." — So she spake. 
While his kisses, love, as we know 

Through Murillo, stamp her brow. 
Ah, if base Don Bernardino 
Saw them now 1 

But Murillo's hand is chary. 

Here he stops and leaves us guess 
What remains. *» Help, Mother Mary." 

See ! she starts from his caress. 
And a ghastly terror blanches 

That sweet face, the painter's pride. 
As she sees the olive-branches 
Swept aside. 



l8 A BUNDLE OF BALLADS. 

Oh, the pity 1 How could she know 
That a spy lay lurking there ? 

For behold Don Bernardino 
Steps before the startled pair, 

Like a grim Eroto-mastix^ 
— ^This much Greek your poet steals — 

And some dark ecclesiastics 
At his heels. 

How he glares, the cruel tyrant. 
Whom no maid oii earth could love, 

On the beautiful aspirant, 
As a keen kite on a dove. 

While he tears the poor bird's life out 
With his claws and beak, blood-red ! 

God ! will no one draw a knife out. 
Strike him dead ? 

What is this ? What power amazing 
Bids the eyes no longer gloat ? 

Hark ! the hound with eye-balls blazing 
Leaps like lightning at his throat. 

God be praised ! The brave dog grabs him. 
God is just and takes his life. 

Ah, poor dog ! A grim priest stabs him 
With a knife. 

Then the well-nigh choked Adonis 
Scowls and gasps while : ''Nomine 

Sanctce Inqmsitionis* 
Growls a grey -haired priest, but she, 

Who was left alone, defenseless. 
At the first words* hateful sound. 

Shrieks and totters, speechless, senseless, 
To the ground. 

Did the lady's lordly lover 
Leave his darling in the lurch 

When he saw thus flame above her 
All the lightnings of the Church? 
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Yea, he knew that she was banished 

Evermore from love and light, 
So he slunk away and vanished 
Out of sight. 

Now the Gods above, not we, know 

If her soul was foul with sin. 
Or if damned was Bernardino, 

Since they saw him jeer and grin, 
As he stood beneath the shady 

Olive-branches, rich with bloom, 
While they bore the lovely lady 

To her doom. 

4 

Queer old story ! Little in it. 

Yet enough, love, I believe. 
Just to while away a minute 

Of this sweet September eve, 
While the distant skies are ruddy 

With a sunset's splendid grace, 
And I find the sweetest study 
In your face. 
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PART I. 

THE shouts of busy multitudes resound upon the air 
Of the buyers and the sellers in the mighty city's fair : 
I slip on my wizard's mask and hasten to the central square. 

Peddling traffickers for lucre in the filthy world's shop. 

Where each harvest hears the Devil claim the first-fruits of the 

crop— 
See ! his maw is gaping now and they are flinging him a sop. 

Mark the motley group : old women, decked in satin, silk and 

lace, 
Shorn of the woman's beauty, barren of the woman*s grace. 
In the eyes a lying laugnter, dirty paint upon the face : 
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Grcy-haircd cynics with their faces grown as parchment grey 

through greed : 
Dainty dandies, monkey -visagcd, lisping out the noble creed, 
That abundant lust and money make life beautiful indeed : 

Shameless hussies With the faces that would scorn to feel a tear. 
Who have sold their souls and bodies for the gold they hold so 

dear : 
Hark ! their wanton joyless laughter, how it grates upon the ear. 

Look within the broad arena where the million eyes are rolled. 
Where those young girls stand in patience, till their destiny be 

told. 
And they turn to kiss their masters, who have bought them with 

their gold. 

Do they care much ? Not that lady with the hair reared pile on 

pile, 
With the eyes, so strangely gleaming in their mockery and guile. 
With the bold face sunned and softened by the cruel ghost-like 

smOe. 

Not the lady of those tresses, falling in a golden shower 

Roimd that proud face, saying plainly she will never bend nor 

cower 
Before a master. Let her be. She must be lapped in wealth and 

power. 

Not that lovely little lady with the sweet red lips, the eyes 
That can harden like the midnight, soften like Italian skies. 
Pass her by, a willing victim. She is wholly swathed in lies. 

Not this fair serene-eyed maiden. But I know not. Ah me ! 

Hush! 
I may be wrong. She trembles, and the foul sin seems to crush 
All the life in her, and through the paint breaks forth an honest 

blush. 

Did she struggle much, I wonder. Did she cry to God and rail 
At her cruel selfish kindred, till she felt her last strength fail ? 
Peace ! and listen to her merits, for she now stands forth for sale. 
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"Clear the way, you base plebeians. All you wealthy gentles, 

come, 
Gaze upon this face so glorious that the angels might be dumb. 
Name a price, Sir Hybrid Jackass. It must be a goodly sum. 

" She is lovely as a goddess, supple-sinewed, fully grown. 
Thorough-bred and finely -cultured, fit to grace a Sultan's throne. 
Ah, my Lord, no lying whisper, since that hair is all her own ! 

''I engage her good, obedient to a master's least behest. 
Wholly innocent of evil as a babe at mother's breast 
By the lips of any lover she has never been caressed. 

" See ! the time flags, yet no bidders. Ah, you gentles, do not lag ! 
She plays so well and sings so well and dances like a stag. 
Going I Going I Gone to Viscount Zacharias Wragg !" 

PART II. 

Here, you pale-faced boy in the mob, 

I know why your poor broken spirit faints. 
As the seal is set on the godless job. 
Why you close your lips m a tyrannous sob 

And writhe in pain, as my fancy paints 

The torments of legions of lying Saints, 
As they frizzle and spit on the Devil's hob. 

Unclench your hot hands, give ear unto me. 
I whisper my name : you know me by fame 

As one who has lived a life stainless and free. 

Worshipped no Mammon-God, bent not a knee 
To the Skeleton-Love, false, blinded, and lame. 
Shorn of the flame, clad in raiment of shame. 

Then obey my command. Let the bad pair be. 

You long to fly at this bloated hog. 

And to fix your fingers fast in his throat. 
Till he gasps and croaks, like a spawning frog. 
As he lies and dies the death of a dog. 

And bloodstains bum on his braw new coat ; 

And then, what delight would be yours to gloat 
On the living man changed to a lifeless log ! 
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Pass him : your nature is far too great 
To squander its fire on this coward and liar. 
. A mightier Power with a mightier hate 

Will clog his life with a stifling weight 
And leave him to wallow and curse in the mire. 
When his senses tire of their lustful desire 

And she smiles and kisses the lips of her Fate. 

Had she loved you, made you her one sweet star. 

Flung aside in her pride were the craving for pelf. 
Despised in her scorn the pitiless bar, 
The iron decrees that sully and mar 
, Dear Love : this knave with his fustian and delf 

Were abandoned and you made one with herself 
In the garden of Love, where the best things are. 

She holds all love as a barren device. 

She, fresh in life's mom, with hair like com. 
Proud face and blue eyes, that can soften, entice 
The soul fix)m a man, should fetch a high price. 

And the fool has won with his golden hom. 

Treat her with scorn : forget she was bom 
Who has closed the gates on your Paradise. 

You doubt if your love will abide by the pact. 
You think she. was sold for the lust of gold. 

That her cruel mother tortured her, hacked 

Her soul, till she gave consent to the act. 
That her years henceforth are inanimate, cold, 
Save when dreams unfold the glory of old. 

And hot tears rush Uke a cataract. 

And thus has her sunshine been turned to night ; 
She has gone to fulfil a base mother's will. 

Abandoned the sweetness that seemed in her sight 

A foretaste of Heaven, a beacon of light. 
Given up to a tyrant to worry and kill 
The sweet beautiful soul and so suffer, until 

She stands in God's sight and all is made right. 

Though the flower of your love has been widowed of scent. 
Away from the stream of your magical dream 
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To the dark dull pool of a still content ! 

Her love was unstable : the Destinies meant 
That Mammon and Lust should not be supreme 
With their lurid gleam on this fair world's stream 

But Love over all be pre-eminent. 

I conjure you, friend, be patient and strong, 

Cast anger aside for a generous pride. 
Your dirge must be changed to a warrior's song, 
You must suffer in silence a little : ere long 

If the Heavens decreed her your own, your bride 

Pure, glorified, she will stand by your side. 
And love and repair this terrible wrong. 

PART ni. 

Love is ever young, ever the same. 

Never brooks an eclipse, 
Sets the passionate blood in a flame, 

Where the dainty CJod sips. 
Puts the music of life in a name. 

Puts the honey of life in two lips. 

Will you stifle his voice in the mire, 

Where the lepers have trod ? 
Will you scourge, till your little strength tire 

With a sin for a rod ? 
He bursts, like a mountain on fire, 

The changeless, invincible God. 

Can we charm the sheen from the stars. 

The Sims from the skies ? 
Can Peace melt the hard heart of Mars 

By her pitiful cries ? 
Can Truth break the heaven-wrought bars 

To rot in a foul nest of lies ? 

Yea, now when the keen adders hiss 

And the mad world can deign 
To ache for Beelzebub's kiss 

And be turned by his rein 
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To their dealh in the cars^ abyss, 
Must Love lose his lordly domain ? 

You who cry : " Love is wholly a snare," 

In your desolate text, 
Who wed with rank flowers in your hair 

Your sweet natures unsexed, 
And find life in this poor world fair, 

God will punish your sin in the next 

But you, who are branded as slaves, 

Who are eager to mate 
With the stem cold Lord of the graves. 

Must endure the great weight. 
A prayer for you rings through the naves 

Of the temple where Christ sits in state. 

You shall rise, virgin-sweet, from the tomb, 

Purged clean of the sin. 
And God's sunshine shall banish the gloom, 

And God's love you shall win. 
Since you marched with pressed lips to the doom, , 

And were filial and pleasured your kin. 

Oh, my children, be loyal and brave. 

Be your scorn never hurled 
At dear Love, who is mighty to save, 

With his banners unfurled. 
Let the small minds croak, splutter, and rave. 

You have drunk of the wine of the world. 

PART IV. 

The tremulous lips and the tearless eyes 

Gave never the faintest sign that he heard. 
Though I preached a Heaven that would crush all lies, 

He never uttered a sound nor stirred. 
But low on the breast the poor head was bent 

And paleness, such as the death-bed hallows, 
Gave him the look of an innocent 

Victim bound for the gallows. 
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He is gone, and I turn to my noble toil 

And sternly strike at the Arch-foe*s power. 
The seed may fall on a barren soil, 

But will bloom some day with a splendid flower. 
When the limbs grow stiff and the sweet breath stops. 

And the old sin cries for the deadly wages, 
I shall think with pride of my goodly crops 

And claim a seat with the sages. 

He may deaden, outlive this wound in his heart 

Feel that his life is not wholly dead, 
In the councils of men bear a manly part 

With the fruitful brains of that lordly head ; 
And she may live, like a mere machine. 

Nor ask what Destiny's ruthless hand meant, 
Nor ever dream of what might have been. 

Awed by the seventh commandment. 

Perhaps they may find life's journey too rough. 

And, aghast at the bodies and souls that rot. 
May brave the world's brutal rebuff 

And swear to be cleansed of the shameful blot. 
Then he will lay soft hands on his bride 

And loose the noose of the hated halter 
And she will flee to her darling's side, 

Forgetting her oath at the altar. 

How the poor human swine would jeer at her fall. 

Grunting and chawing the husks in the sty, 
Their rotten tongues barbed with venom and gall 

At her love for a love that to them seems a he ! 
How the pious would ring a sonorous death -knell. 

And think that God could no longer win her, 
And fling her away to the Lord of Hell, 

A wholly abandoned sinner ! 

No ! No ! By all that is left divine 

On earth, they must suffer and toil until 
They are taken away to the clear sunshine 

Of God, when on earth they have done God's will. 
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They must walk serene through the stress and strife. 
And, baring their backs to the world's sharp scourges, 

And, fixing their hopes on the After-life, 
Steer clear of all rocks and surges. 

Even thus life's light is no longer dim, 

Though their path be choked with thistle and burr. 
She sees the whole world's glory in him, 

He sees the one sure jewel in her. 
And so they will live through the fair fleet years. 

And hope for God's grace in the grand Hereafter, 
And, bidding adieu to the curse of tears, 

Seek only sweet smiles and laughter. 

And I think when He calls us, the King of Kings, 

And the clarions clash through the breaking clouds, 
And the air is alive with the angels' wings. 

And the sleepers start from the severed shrouds. 
And they, the lovers, come forth to hear 

God's verdict, and gaze on His face with wonder, 
God will not blanch their faces with fear, 

Nor scowl them down with His thunder. 

But rather bid them take heart and live 

And strike them dumb as they hear Him say : — 
♦♦ Dear children such joy as is mine to give. 

Shall be yours in the court of your God for aye, 
Since you paid no heed to the Devil's frown. 

No foul temptations your brave souls staining. 
But wore with courage the martyr's crown. 

In silence and uncomplaining. 

*' Oh ! vnse tp have chosen the better part 
Oh ! sweet to have gained an eternal bliss. 

Had you failed to live on the earth apart, 

♦ You had never gained such a Heaven as this. 

But now, being true to the end, you gain 
A Heaven, gained only by best endeavor. 

Where I bid you with angels and saints remain 
To love and be loved for ever," 
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LORD Love sat throned on the sleeping face, 
Love laughed in her eyes : Love coyly caressed 
Her cheeks, till they glowed with a wondrous grace, 
Her lips, till they murmured whfat Love loves best. 
Lord Love was glad since the maid was fair. 
The sunshine kissed her, the odorous air 
Toyed with the waves of the golden hair 
. That shrouded the ripe red buds of her breast. 

In the dawntime, forsaken of stars and moon, 
I looked on my love and I found her sweet. 

Her whole face tuned to a splendid tune 
For joy at the treasures dreams laid at her feet. 

Sweet, yea, sweet as an Alpine rose 

That is borne from the spot where the hot sun glows 

And laid on a carpet of Alpine snows. 
Secure from the kiss of the noontide heat. 

Yea, never a queen of the olden time. 

Ere the armor of Love became red with rust. 
Though her eyes could madden to glory or crime 

Great lords, who would willingly grasp the grave's dust 
For a kiss, for a smile, while the thunderbolts fall 
From the fingers of Death— not a queen of them all 
Was as fair or as good as the maid I must call 
** Sweetheart" while Love is alive and just. 

To be lord for aye of her heart and hsmd 
Were a joy that the lordliest king might prize, 

To kiss her, to feel the touch of her hand, 
To fathom the mysteries hid in her eyes. 

To walk with her beside woods and streams, 

To find her fairer than maids of dreams. 

Would be perfect pleasure and give one gleams 
Of the love that is lavished in Paradise. 

The hills are cropped by the hungry sheep. 
The grey stole fleets from the grass and com. 
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A brown bird starts from the bonds of sleep. 

And sits on the bough of a white hawthorn; 
Love's herald, alert with song for her sake, 
As though the pulse of his heart would break, 
He sings, that the maid of my choice may wake 
And feast on the dawn of her wedlock mom. 

And lo ! she stares in a wild-eyed fright, 

Since the visions of love that the dark hours shed 
To sweeten her slumber have flown from her sight. 

For a moment my star dreams pleasure is dead. 
Then, clasping her hands, while the blue eyes swim 
With tears at the sound of the glad bird*s hymn. 
And a warm tide trembles in face and limb, 
She rises in beauty, white-garmented. 

As fire-flies lustrous and fleet of wing 
From the Sun-God's forges the red rajrs start 

Over the Earth, from whom all men spring, 
Piercing each flower with a nourishing dart, 

Till the great Mother yields to the first fresh gale 

The crystal pearls of her silver veil, 

And, feeling the kiss of the dawn prevail. 
Trembles with love to her inmost heart. 

On the rose-red sky, on the world below, 
The glad maid looks with a sweet surprise. 

Since joy, that few on the earth may know. 
Makes her feel akin to the streams and skies. 

She IS happy as Heaven, for angels' wings 

Beat warm on her bosom : her pure soul clings 

In tender embraces to all such things 
As are worthy of worship and good and wise. 

How can her lips be widowed of words 

As she welcomes the birth of the bright Spring day ? 
The woods are alive with the chants of birds, 

The breeze bears a scent of the salt sea-spray. 
The water is peaceful, lucid as glass, 
And refreshes the limbs of the kine that pass 
Over its breast to the long cool grass 

In the mountainous glens where the young goats play. 
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" O strange and sweet beyond all men's dreams 

Are the sights that are mine in the heavens above ! 

The Earth seems Heaven : the bright Sun seems 
The beautiful face of my lord, my love. 

I have done forever with sighs and tears. 

With the faded flowers of my childhood's years. 

A paean rings through my wakened ears, 
And my glad heart throbs like a timorous dove. 

«* I crave a grace of the great Lord Sun : 
*Lord Sun, I beseech thee on bended knee, 
Shine graciously down till the day be done 

On all things living by land and sea, 
Till they leap with joy at thy fervent kiss 
And drink deep draughts of thy fertile bliss. 

fair Lord Sun, you will grant me this 

On the blessedest day that can dawn for me.» 

"And Love must speed to the West, North, South, 

To the East, wherever a fair flower blooms. 
The young man's eyes and the maiden's mouth 

Must be filled with paeans and rare perfumes. 
The fears that stifle, the pains that rack, 
Must be shorn of their terrors and flung far back 
In scorn, while the firm eyes gaze on the track 

Where the Future, attired as a white ghost, looms. 

*♦ Ah, God ! I am blessed beyond all that Uve. 
I receive a heart for the heart I gave. 
What greater gift could a great God give? 
What greater gift could a poor maid crave ? 

1 worship my lord as my life and lean 

On his breast who is bravest of all men seen, 
My lover who loves me and crowns me Qufcn 
With a love that shall live in the calm cold grave. 

" Be witnesses now to my sacred oath, 

You emerald earth and yon vault of blue. 
My master, my love, you have heard my troth : 
God slay me the moment I turn untrue. 
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Though slanderers whisper and scoffers hum, 
Though your eyes lack lustre, your lips grow dumb, 
Through the short life here and the lives to come, 
I shall know no love but my love for you. 

• 
'* O Wind, West Wind, sing a joyous lay. 

For my sake, West Wind, since a maid entreats. 
O Sea, bear madrigals all the day 

To the souls that sleep in thy voiceless streets, 
While I bathe my face and my rippUng hair 
Is coiled in the curls he thinks so rare. 
He loves me now: he must find me fair 
While a single pulse of my fond heart beats. 

** All maidens and men, wherever you are. 

Be you stalwart or weak as a timorous dove. 

Take love through life as your guiding star : 
Nothing can give you content but love. 

Would you number your joys by the sea-shore sand, 

Clasp dear Lord Love with a loyal hand. 

So sorrow shall vanish and all shall stand 
And feel God's kiss in His home above. 

" There ! I am robed as my love thinks best. 

My eyes are bright and my cheeks are red ; 
A white rose sleeps and dreams on my breast, 

A star-like lily gleams oh my head. 
Lord Love, I beseech that my heart take heed 
To be gut with strength for my lord's least need. 
Lest he fling me to die, like a worthless weed. 

When the beauty he finds in my face is dead." 
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ARISE, my dearest. 
With eyes the clearest, 
Since on yon sea rest 
Rays red as crime, 
And skies, grown gory, 
Shed sunset glory 
On hills made hoary 
By hand of time. 

With you beside me, 
Whate'er betide me. 
Kind Fate must guide me 

With honeyed rein. 
A perfect lover, 
No clouds shall hover. 
Lest men discover 

My face in pain. 

But songs and laughter 
Through life and after 
Till hearth and rafter 

Ring back the peal 
When high hopes buoy us 
Or tears annoy us 
Shall keep us joyous 

In woe and weal. 

To laud your beauty 
Shall be my duty. 
While vines are fruity 

And earth endures. 
My steps were stayed for 
Those lips I prayed for, 
My heart was made for » 

That heart of yours. 
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Then hark ! if you, love, 
Prove brave aiid true, love. 
No man will do, love, 

Such deeds as mine. 
No sins shaU shame us. 
But all men name us, 
Among those famous 

For love divine. 

My soul, demented 
With sharp sweet-scented 
Perfumes that rent it 

In piteous strife. 
Had failed and sickened. 
As sins were thickened. 
And ne*er been quickened 

To lovelier life. 

But God could see, love, 
And gave you me, love. 
My soul to free, love, 

From bestial sleep. 
In wondrous fashion 
Your sweet lips lash on 
My soul to passion. 

My blood to leap. 

I taste fair pleasure 
In princely measure, 
I find fresh treasure 

In each fresh breath, 
All chains are riven 
Since love is given 
Since life has striven 

And slain dark death. 

We must not palter 
With doubts that falter, 
With sins that halter 
Our souls to shame, 
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But strive for ever 
With best endeavor 
That love be never 
A hollow name. 

Then, while souls mingle 
On this sea-shingle, 
And hot lips tingle 

With amorous kiss, 
And blown hair brushes 
Your fiace that blushes 
Where Love's tide rushes. 

Love, swear to this : 

Till love shed graces 
On no men's faces. 
Till brides' embraces 

In one day tire ; 
Till God, grown cruel, 
Make one rare jewel, 
A Saint's soul, fuel 

To feed Hell-fire ; 

Till men, forsaken 
Of God, betaken 
Where no men waken 

To years of peace. 
While Death's eye dozes. 
And time discloses 
Snakes coiled in roses; 

Till all things cease ; 

Till one good shepherd. 
Who makes God's step heard. 
Yoke lamb and leopard, 

And kite and dove ; 
Till no maids tarry 
For bribes liars carry. 
Till all maids marry 

For nought but love ; 
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Till snow slay May .time, 
Till babes scorn play-time, 
Till stars in day-time 
Make sunlight sad ; 
Till burrs and nettles 
Tear odorous petals, 
Till no rich metals 
Make misers mad ; 

Till no man's daughter 
Bear sons for slaughter, 
Till no war water 

The earth with blood ; 
Till men wax merry 
When friends they bury, 
Till no red cherry 

Be bom from bud ;— 

Till then I crave, love 
My own bright brave love. 
That gifts God gave, love, 

In love like this, 
Our life's defender. 
We ne'er surrender. 
In tarnished splendor 

Or blasted bhss. 

Lest Heaven find us. 
If no love bind us 
With tears that blind us 

And hearts that ache. 
While Love lies sleeping. 
And angels, keeping 
Sad watch are weeping 

For your sweet sake. 

Beyond yon awning 
A life is dawning, 
That brooks no fawning 
To lips that he. 
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There Love's wings cover 
Each maid and lover, 
And sweet dreams hover. 
In Heaven on high. 

1 raise your hand, love. 
You understand, love, 
Life must be grand, love, 

For each of us. 
This fair bond rips, love. 
Pain's cruel whips, love. 
Then raise your lips, love, 

I seal it thus, 
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NEVERMORE, ah God, to see her! nevermore 
Feel the joy that made this little life so sweet. 
But to perish at the skirting of the shore, 

Serpent-eddies sucking fiercely at my feet. 
And to live my life out, broken to the core. 
Since my goddess has been torn from her seat ! 

Nevermore to hold her wholly mine, my own. 
Who through all the world's years was marked for me ! 

Who shall turn my splendid music to a moan, 

Freeze the summer-buds and blast the goodly tree ? 

She is mine, I tell you, mother, mine alone. 
Through this petty life and all the lives to be. 

Nevermore ! How deep the cruel foul words bum ! 

Every letter blazes forth in impish shape. 
With a sneer to slay my love and live and learn 

To suffer hunger for a sweet forbidden grape. 
To bury dear dead Love within an urn. 

Stamped with leering satyrs, reeling, mouths agape. 
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Am I dreaming for the waking pleasure's sake, 
When the flower of all my hopes shall still bloom red ? 

Nay, I turn and crush the little lying snake 
Who has marred my dream and filled my life with dread, 

And the bridegroom blackbird piping in the brake 
Makes me wish to be at rest among tlie dead. 

Shall I turn unforgiving and condemn, 
Wear the venomous robe of deadly hate and kill 

Love that crowned her with his glorious diadem. 
Made her sweet self mine to hold for good or ill. 

Till her fair face shone with bright light like a gem ? 
Never, never, for 1 know she loves me still. 

You, her mother, you, the rock-hewn stem dame. 
With an ice-cold face that never melts nor spares, 

Snared by money and a gaudy titled name, 
Will not soften into pity at her prayers. 

Rather swathe her happy life in bonds of shame. 
Sell your pure sweet child for gold, as men sell mares. 

Make her one with this puff-ball of lust and pride. 
Her, the only child the kindly Heavens gave ? 

Give this bloated brute my lady for a bride. 
To be toyed with, scorned, flouted like a slave ? 

Better far that we were lying side by side. 
Face to face, at rest, within the silent grave. 

You, her mother, I adjure you by your youth. 
If Love shone upon yoiu* pathway like a sun. 

Made you royal by his bounty, showed the truth 
That by Love alone a Heaven on earth is won. 

Ere death close those ruthless eyes of yours, have ruth. 
Do not sever those whom all the Gods make one. 

I am mad. What? She to tremble like a dove. 
Tune her cars to sweet lovc-lullabics and steep 

All her soul in beauty, link her arms in love 
Round a dear caressing darling in her sleep ? 

No, her heart must be obedient as her glove, 

Never strain to burst its naiTow bounds and leap. 
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Shall I curse her, as I stand upon this spot, 
Where we met so oft and life was made divine? 

Shall I pray for ceaseless sorrow as her lot? 
Nay, I dare not, for thy sake, since she is thine. 

And she bore thee for my joy. Then, better not ; 
She will suffer at a mightier hand than mine. 

Time will doubtless drain the poison from my grief. 
Make me mighty with a cynical, soured mind. 

While I bind my hopes and pleasures in a sheaf 
To be rotted by the pelting rain and wind. 

And exchange my dreams of love for disbelief 
In the faintest love of love in womankind. 

But a demon drags me backward by the hair. 
And his brother sates a piercing vulture's beak 

In my bosom. Ah ! tormentors, spare me, spare 
This worst agony, this smiling wanton freak. 

For I seem to see my darling standing there 
With the lovely rose-bud blushes on her cheek. 

Stay, thou shadow ! Let me greet thee with a kiss 

On thy luscious lips, unreal, yet so sweet. 
Let mc wreathe thee with my arms. God ! What is this ? 

For I see the eyes yearn, hear the heart's quick beat. 
She has come to give me back the dear lost bliss. 

And I faint and fail with rapture at her feet. 

But I struggle back to life and see her kneel 
On the meadow-sweet beside me, while her arm 

Props my tired head and her soft lips set a seal 
And her face is clouded with a wild alarm 

And her eyes blaze with a passionate appeal 
Lest the great undreamed-of joy may work mc harm. 

And I reach the stronger life, serene and grand, 
And the baffled demons speed away, aghast. 

While wc read each other's soul and understand 
That the torture of a loveless life is past. 

See ! I kiss you on the brow and take your hand. 
Feeling sure you will be loving to the last. 
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I will grow upon you, twine your being round, 
You will thrill me with your gracious womanhood. 

Through the fertile years of life we shall be found 
Toiling bravely, as the angels said we should, 

In the world, fierce Beelzebub's himting-ground. 
Where so many souls are barren of the good. 

No foul flaw shall start to nullify our bond, 
No desires for sin or shame shall make us creep 

From the path that leads to fairer worlds beyond. 
Nay, but perfect love be ours, though others weep. 

Till the end comes and God touches with his wand. 
And we smile and close our loving eyes in sleep. 

A LYRTC. 

AH I love, to be young for aye, 
To fear no fading away, 
But to laugh and leap , 
And to dream and sleep 
At noon in the new-mown hay. 
Ah ! love, to be young for aye. 

Ah ! love, to be wise for aye, 

To be praised, to be crowned with bay, 

As the Gods of old, 

For our deeds of gold. 
That are cherished as flowers in May. 
Ah ! love, to be wise for aye. 

Ah I love, to be loved alway, 
To fear no casting away 

For a trifle's sake. 

But to let love make 
Our life an eternal May. 
Ah !^love, to be loved alway. 

To be loved, to be loved alway, 
Be all things else as they may. 

A shepherd can sing 

More glad than a king. 
If he only be loved alway. 
Ah ! love, to be loved alway. 
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LOVES RIVAL. 

AS one, who has been dead these many years. 
Paces with eager eyes and watchful ears 
The path where flowers once shed a dainty scent. 
With eyes that will not weep, with limbs that shiver, 
I stand in ghostly silence by the river, 
Where first, since life began, I foimd content. 

Never again shall kind time breed such bliss; 
Here, where 1 stand, my glad lips felt the kiss 

Of one man like a king beyond the rest. 
I bound my soul with his in sweet embraces, 
A wondrous light flashed forth upon our faces, 

Since Love was honored as a welcome guest. 

Christ help me ! 1 am weary of my life. 
The keen pain cuts me like a cruel knife, 

I crouch like one whose hands are steeped in guilt. 
Like dreams, that with the first faint dawn are scattered. 
My joys arc fled : a ruthless hand has shattered 

The splendor of the palace I have built. 

Alas ! I have not such a fair young face 

As she has, who has gained my grand lost place. 

But yet she cannot match her love with mine. 
Her soul still trembles on ihe blank world^s threshold. 
I ask : "Can perfect beauty of the flesh hold 

His love, whose heart is, as a God^s, divine." 

Had any other woman served me so. 

My hands had slain her sweet life at a blow. 

She should not walk the world and mock me thus. 
Yea, she had perished while my love's lips kissed her, 
But you may rest in peace, my cruel sister. 

From this our dear dead mother succors us. 

So be it then, I must be strong and brave 
A little longer. Is it right to rave 
For love, made fickle by a school -girl's face, 



^ 
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To wound my heart with never -healing gashes. 
To pray for death, to clothe my head with ashes 
And live, as one oppressed with deep disgrace ? 

By the power of all my womanhood I will not. 
Though love be as a dead delight and thrill not 

Like lightning ; even so, I shall not faint, 
Letting a chain, my tears have rusted, long hold 
M& captive, since I boast a splendid stronghold 

Where useless tears are held within restraint. 

My Art, my Idol, at your feet I bow, 
I never loved you as I love you now. 

Since one I made your rival proves a liar. 
You are a kinder friend than any other. 
You are kinder than a sister or a brother, 

Loving with mighty love no time can tire. 

Then aid me, O my Heroes, make me strong. 
Thrust me not, trembling from the realm of Song, 

You find so perfect in the Realm above. 
Since you alone can save me, my musicians. 
In you my soul must find its best physicians. 

The only solace for a wasted love. 

You are mighty as the stars no clouds can blind. 
Yet even the best of you have paled and pined 

For love, that was an empty name, no more. 
To this we owe the songs hearts' blood gave life to. 
Woman's love failed : Art proved a splendid wife to 

The sweetest souls that women ever bore. 

Deaden the sorrow under which I writhe. 
Make me a happy sharer of a tithe 

Of that great Art, that breathes with Heaven's breath. 
Wherewith the little pains of life are stifled. 
Wherewith the joys of after-life are rifled. 

To be tasted till fulfilment comes with death. 

Alone in one huge house without a friend, 
Who with grave counsellings might put an end 
To this fond dream that cheats my craving heart, 
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. My long bleak nights through tears had failed of slumber, 
I had lived, as many live, a blot to cumber 
God*s earth, had God not given me my Art. 

I know that I can vanquish in the fray, 

Since heart and hand must find hard work all day, 

From sunrise to the first footfall of night. 
But then one lonely room will seem a palace. 
And yield deep draughts from an eternal chalice. 

Till heart and hand are thrilled with great delight. 

For then, when moon and stars sing overhead, 
1 will hold converse with the mighty dead 

Who came to earth with music from the stars. 
Though scorn, enough to make a mere man craven. 
Deluged them, they toiled till slumber brought a haven. 

Where no man's judgment either makes or mars. 

Chopin, the Shelley of musicians, first 

Will shield me, crying : ** Sorrow, do your worst. 

Have not I too through barren love been vexed 
My whole life ? Then beware. For loss of this chord. 
Must her sweet soul find life a jarring discord ? 

Avaunt, I say. 1 sing a nobler text." 

Beethoven, Hke a musical Saint George, 

Drags my feet backward from the firowning gorge. 

Where lies one darling joy that bleeds to death. 
With lips that in the summer love made valid. 
Now cold to mine, and, as a statue, pallid. 

" Pass by. He loves you not," Beethoven saith. 

"Why spoil a long life, making idle moan, 
Lift up your heart in hope," cries Mendelssohn, 

" Abandon love and learn diviner things." 
While, best-beloved and best to heal soul's illness, 
Mozart's great voice comes stealing through the stillness. 

As sweet as when a lark or angel sings. 

Yea, as a lovely dream, all lovely songs 
Shall shield me from the memory of wrongs. 
I will not crave delights I may not find, 



42 A BUNDLE OF BALLADS. 

But bid ixiy heart forget that once it grew sick 
For one man*s love that seemed such gracious music, 
But soon g^ew heartless as a winter wind. 

Only in fullness of the summer-time, 

When all the great world seems to swing in rhyme, 

Will this, my yoke, be heaviest to bear. 
Since all the sweets of summer will remind mc 
Of one sweet summer left so far behind me. 

When one man's love made all the earth seem fair. 

Then must I lay my weary toil aside 

And pace with weary footsteps far and wide 

Through woods and valleys, sacred unto me. 
And feel at sorest need, in some strange fashion. 
Soothed by the sun-capped mountains and the passion 

That pulses in the strong soul of the sea. 

The tender airs he loved to hear mc play, 
Making me love them better, day by day. 

Henceforth must be forgotten utterly. 
And these fair flowers that in the spring-time blossom 
Must nevermore be plucked to deck my bosom 

Since he who loved them has forgotten me. 

After a little time my pain must cease. 

And the old despair give way to hopeless peace, 

And the cheating dreams be slain that hurt my head. 
Then once more will the pleasant seasons brace mc, 
Nor a long disjointed life torment, disgrace me. 

Nor sweet skies crush mc like a cope of lead. 

So be it. I have mourned my last for him. 
No more will these lips falter, these eyes swim 

With tears through sorrow for a lost delight. 
The last regrets are gone, the last words spoken. 
The perfect idol that I reared is broken. 

And buried, like a dead man, out of sight. 

Then hear me ! O my Masters I grant the prayer 
Of one who fain would find the sad world fair. 
Not like a Pandemonium robbed of grace ; 
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But oh ! unless your spirits weave a curtain 
To hide the ghosts that torture me, be certain. 
When death comes, I shall wear a troubled face. 

Forgive the doubting heart, the quivering lip, 
Yea, make me perfect in discipleship. 

I know you will, since none have prayed in vain. 
Then, when Death hovers like a great black raven, 
His wings will bear me to a palace, paven 

With lyrics, where the great musicians reign 

MARGARET. 

WHILE the moon in saddest pity 
Gazes on the slumbering city 
That has ceased awhile from snarling 
Since the stars in heaven are set, 
I am dreaming of my darling. 
My adored maid Margaret. 

Dreaming in a poet's rapture 
Of the face I fain would capture, 

Since I lose my heart in clinging 
To the music and the grace 

That reveal the sweet soul singing 
Weird love-lyrics in her face. 

By the days of summer weather 
When I dreamed we lay together 

In a forest, green and shady. 
Till the Eastern skies grew red. 

Come and comfort me, my lady, 
While the moon glides overhead. 

In the days when lads and lasses 
Laughed amid the scythe-slain grasses. 

And the bees buzzed, nectar-laden. 
Buzzed and boomed upon the breeze, 

In the clouds I saw a maiden 
Dreaming by the distant seas. 
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Dreaming through the long day, dreaming 
While the warm sunlight was gleaming 

On the waves that leaped sonorous. 
High against the cliffs and caves, 

And the sea-birds screamed a chorus 
Over dark defiant waves. 

And the dreams waxed sweeter, sweeter, 
As she heard the waves entreat her 
In a strange melodious metre 

To take wings from toil terrene. 
That the Ocean-God might greet her 

As the glad mermaidens' queen. 

But the summer waned and perished. 
And the roses died uncherished. 
And my hopes died, like the roses. 

And my eyes with tears were wet. 
And I said : " The grave now closes 

On my sweet maid Margaret.** 

For the skies began to harden, 
And the flowers in field and garden 
Felt the Winter-Queen's embraces 

And her frosty fiery breath. 
And with peaceful pallid faces 

Drooped into the sleep of death. 

And I found no help in Heaven, 
And each day seemed long as seven. 
And I heard the forests groaning 

Under scoiu-ge of snow and frost, 
And the cruel night- winds moaning : 

"Lover, your beloved is lost." 

Still I hoped. A little later 
— Glory to the great Creator — 
Spring, with soft voluptuous kisses 

Bidding frost and snow retreat, . 
Bore me from the dark abysses 

To my dainty darling's feet 



A SUMMER SUNSET. 45 

Hear ! oh, hear my supplication , 

As I kneel in adoration, 

Sweet my lady with the queenly 

Little face I deem divine! 
Let thy dark eyes look serenely 

Like an angel's into mine. 

Stars and moon, oh ! bring her, bring her 
To the bosom of her singer 
From the land where spirits hover 

When the stars and moon awake, 
Waft her hither to her lover 

Sadly sighing for her sake. 

Oh ! my love, my own love, hear me, 
Speed your spirit forth to cheer me , 
While I scan the skies above you 

And my eyes are wet with tears, 
Say the precious words : "I love you. 

Cast away all idle fears.*' 

I am dreaming, fondly dreaming. 
While the stars in heaven are gleaming 
And the moon is weirdly beaming 

Through a nebulous dark net, 
In the moonlight I am dreaming 

Of my sweet maid Margaret. 



A SUMMER SUNSET. 

I LIE on the grass as the placid hours pass. 
Girt by an army of odorous reeds, 
And, lost in amaze at earth's loveliness, gaze at 
The blue skies flecked with the foam-colored steeds. 

I can stifle the beast in my being and feast 
As a poet on dainties so royally spread. 

And, finding life pleasant if but for the present, 
Feel happy at heart that I am not dead. 
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We are petty and proud, a contemptible crowd, 
And find in the world that God is at £ault : 

Away with the jangle, the sneer and the wrangle ! 
I am here alone with the wonderful vault 

The magical skies I can claim for my eyes, 
The whole scale of melody pleasures my ears, 

For, fringed by dank wiliows, swift white river-billows 
Bepearl and fret the gieen banks with their tears. 

Grim gaunt and bare, brown rugged rocks rear 
Gigantic broad breasts to the petulant flow. 

And, wasting their faces with endless embraces. 
The strong waters curl into wavelets of snow. 

Upsprings then the sound of the River-God, bound 

For ever to mourn a grievous disgrace 
To the sweet nymphs of mountains and fairies of fountains 

Who list all night to his sorrowful bass. 

A few tender trees braid this sunshiny glade. 
The youngest brood of a populous wood, 

Where oaks, elms, beeches grow proudly and each 'is 
Thrilled with a gracious brotherhood. 

The golden light drowns the green of their crowns. 
The serpentine roots and the branches are gay 

With the swift sun -rays glancing, like Sun-Spirits dancing. 
Decked by the Sun for a festival day. 

With the River-God's tears and sighs in my ears, 
A soft treble comes from afar to my brain. 

Like a beautiful morrow that is alien to sorrow. 
Like a sob of delight after anguish of pain. 

It comes on the breeze from the glorified trees. 
As if all the great soul of the woodland should long 

With strength re-arisen to burst from the prison 
Of silence and speak forth a deep soul in song. 
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Roofed in by the boughs, each bird craves his spouse 
To be true to him, filling his bosom with balm. 

Then raises the burden, intent to be heard in 
God's Paradise, singling his artless sweet psalm. 

In tremulous gushes the young lover-thrushes 
Sing wooingly, glad that the sun is so bright 

For these exquisite minutes, while saucy gray linnets. 
Perched on the topmost boughs, sunned in the light. 

Chime forth a refrain in a soft treble strain, 

As a dulcimer delicate, low as a lute. 
While a bold blackbird sentry, at the wood's very entry, 

His golden beak stained by the ruddy ripe fruit, 

Sits proud as a king and makes the woods ring 
With a silvery shower, flashing spark upon spark. 

That gives utmost bliss to him, makes the birds list to him, 
As a few human creatures will list to the lark 

In the cloudland afloat, as a sylph in a boat 
Of gossamer webs on waves blue as the skies, 

Dropping torrents of pearls that make tender girls 
Mute poets with soft angels' light in the eyes, 

As they send a swift glance through the dreamy expanse 
And are sure that the pure songster never has trod 

This earth full of harm but has stolen his charm 
From the harp of a child in the palace of God. 

So the small birds are still tor a moment, until 
The leaf-curtained blackbird has finished his glee. 

Then, swift as Apollo's ambassadors, swallows, 
Perfuming a pathway with scent of the sea, 

With plaintive cries wheel, cleaving air as the keel 
Of a great ship divides the wan waters' broad breast. 

Racing on by the dozen, while sadly their cousin 
In sorrow, the nightingale, never at rest, 
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In a thick brambly copse, where the copper beech drops 

Its brown burnished leaves on the grass at her feet 
In quivering ecstasy, as though a God vexed a sea. 

Sings a clear melody, painfully sweet, 

Lamenting the sin that crushes her kin 

With a sharp stinging spasm of limitless pain. 
Through all ages her heart aches. Dreams tell me a star takes, 

A lovely lost star, such a ceaseless sad strain 

In regret for past peace. Now the drowsy birds cease 

Their songs and the moon, filling heaven with light 
Through her gleaming dark tresses, bends down and caresses 

Her darlings, and bids them a gracious good-night. 

The cherubim's home, yon magnificent dome, 

Thrills mc through like a paean. On swift feet I run 
Where elves beyond number beguile into slumber 

And weigh down the broad purple lids of the sun. 

From a ruby-red lake forked flashing tongues break 

The sleepy content of the silver and blue 
Where, freed from life's shackles, life's deafening cackles. 

The ghosts of great painters smile gravely and strew 

The proud wealth of their brain that could never attain 

Perfection, while body held spirit in thrall ; j 

Now, borne on l^ht pinions through the Maker's dominions. 

They can scorn cold death and the funeral pall. , 

Ah ! the turmoil is past. Glory crowns them at last. J 

They may weave the white clouds to their utmost desire 
Into visions of rapture their souls failed to capture. 

Till they swept to God's presence on chariots of fire. 

Oh ! wonderful, strange ! Like the dreams that derange 

A maniac's sleep are the sights that I see. 
Let others -find pleasure in gold l:)eyond measure. 

The clouds yield a dearer enjoyment to me. 
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Like a young girl's veil o*er a face statue-pale. 

With eyes of the violet, lips of the rose. 
Blue and red specks are peeping through a network of sleeping 

Calm clouds virgin-white as the Caucasus snows. 

Mark the form that comes next ! A gigantic unsexed 

Bacchante, grim-faced as a Goddess of war, 
Her strong right hand raising in anger a blazing 

Huge thunderbolt, forged by the pitiless Thor. 

Her face is on fire with her lustful desire. 
Lips and eyes are as red as the Sun when he wakes. 

And a pale sprite uncovers her bosom and hovers 
In her tempest-tossed hair, intertwisted with snakes. 

A purple belt loops the strangest of groups, 
A hot sandy desert where quenchless thirst sips 

The strength from yon camel, creamy-white as enamel, 
The crudest pain in his cracking parched lips. 

A slight distance thence looms a jungle of dense 

Tangled shrubs where in hunger a fierce jackal hides, 

Till his gleaming teeth wade in the blood of yon maiden. 
Who bathes her dark limbs in the crystalline tides. 

Let the eager eyes rove to yon flower-shining grove 
Where, wild with bewilderment, weeps on the bank 

A poor little baby, heart-broken. It may be 
Her mother is lost to her. Life seems a blank. 

One tip of God's wand, she is taken beyond 

All sorrow, and lo ! as an angel she sings. 
God made a slight gesture, a stainless white vesture 

Makes her laugh with delight, and two beautiful wings 

Of the swan's down in hue bear the babe through the blue, 
Far away, where the white vision fades from my sight ; 

The clouds become dimmer, the lovely stars glimmer, 
Like rare jewels set in the robes of the night. 
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O mystical Queen, whom the ages have seen 
On thy wearisome coarse through the slumbering sky, 

Love me, lull me, caress me, with wondrous dreams bless mc. 
Shine down when the great Captain calls me to die. 

Ah, strange ! For a while we are soothed by thy smile. 

In silence we muse on the secrets you keep. 
Then the eye-sight is blotted, the strong throat garotted, 

And a baneful breath wafts us to breathless still sleep. 

And the gardens will bloom with the same sweet perfume. 
And laughing Love lurk in the young maiden's breast. 

And new generations be born to the nations. 
To strut for a little, then sleep like the rest. 

What use or what need to complain ? God decreed 
That such was His pleasure, and yet- men would mend. 

And, mending, be breaking this world of His making. 
Forbear I You will find He is right in the end. 



AN IRISH LOVE POEM. 

PART L 

Bad luck to that Bridget O'Herlihy 
For loving her best, so *tis sdid. 
My Conny, who loves me so dearly he 
Would sooner one hair of my head 
Then the whole ugly carcass of Bridget — 
So he told me last night by the Lee. 
There ! I needn't get now in a fidget. 
For she shan^t take my Coimy from me. 

Sure I know she has plenty of money, 
But Conny don't care for that. 
Last evening he called me "Honey" 
And praised the flower in my hat. 
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And didn't we blush, like ganders, 
At Mass, for the neighbors to see ? 
Bah ! she may go to Flanders^ 
But she shan't take my Conny from me. 

I know she has cows and a mule tooy^ 
I know she can sing and can dance, 
I know she spent years at a school too, 
'Twas either in Flanders or France. 
But isn't she ugly ? Lord save us ! 
Why she can't hold a candle to mc. 
Then let her be aisy and lave us, 
For she shan't take my Conny from me. 

Sure her nose is as sharp as a weasel's. 
And her eyes are like Molly's the witch, 
And her cheeks are destroyed by the measles. 
Or the small-pox^I can't tell you which — 
And her hands are as broad as a shovel 
And as rough as the bark of a tree, 
And she's rich and I live in a hovel. 
But she shan't take my Conny from me. 

For sure we'd be married these ages, 

A twelve-month ago, at the least. 

But it takes mostly all my year's wages 

To make up the fee for the priest. 

And then there's the clothes for the wedding 

And the price of the whisky and tea. 

So no wonder the story went spreading 

That the jade would take Conny from me. 

Bad 'cess to their tongues : 'twould be fitter 
To say she was stitching her shroud 
Than courting my Conny, the bitter 
Bad wretch. But no matter : I'm proud. 
For I've just got enough for the party 
And the priest. So I'll beat her you see. 
And after Lent Pather MacCarty 
Will buckle my own boy and me. 
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PART II. 



There they come from the chapel, six side-cars, dressed in their 

best. 
He and she in the front, she leaning back on his breast. 
Here, on top of the hill, I can see them passing by : 
I'm healthy and rosy still, and there's not a tear in my eye. 
Though the Blessed Virgin knows I'd be glad to lie down and die. 

A blue silk gown, I declare, and a bonnet of white andred. 
New kid gloves on her hands and a veil thrown over her head. 
While Conny, from top to toe, is dressed in the navy-blue 
That I made him buy for our wedding, while still I believed him 

true, 
For, knowing that I loved him, I was sure that he loved me too. 

Lord, how the horses gallop ! How soon they are out of sight. 
Longing to get to the dinner and the dance that will last all night, 
In spite of the bride's rheumatics and the pains that plague her 

inside, 
To the tune of a fiddler and fifer — ^no feWer would please her 

pride — 
Oh ! Conny, my own sweetheart, I'd have made you a better bride. 

She is just as old as your mother, I'm just sixteen and a half. 
She has gold and cattle in plenty, I have only a kid and a calf, 
Yet you took her and gave me up and left me to mourn and miss 
My love, that I loved so well, that gave me many a kiss. 
Oh ! Conny, I'd rather have died than have lived to a day like this. 

It was only last Sunday week that I walked at night by the Lee, 

The happiest girl alive, for the wedding was soon to be. 

And I waited for you but you came not, though I waited from 

seven to nine. 
And I thought that my heart would break, when the stars began to 

shine, 
And I found you false to your word, though I never was false to 

mine. 

I cried as I hurried home, for queer thoughts addled my head. 
But, just as I reached the door, my mother saw me and said : 
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"EUie, acuslila machres, Con*s brother was here to-night, 

And left this letter for you." I stooped to the fire for light 

^Vnd read it : then fell in a faint, like a fool, on the floor outright. 

For these were the words he wrote : "I love you better than life, 
You know it, mavoumeen dheelish, but I cannot make you my 

wife. 
Bridget has made me swear to have no one on earth but her, 
I'd like to have seen you to-night but Biddy won't let me stir. 
For fear you'd take me away." The dirty cowardly ciu- ! 

" The times are terribly bad and labor hard to be got, 
But Bridget has gold galore and I may as well spend it as not, 
And you're as poor as can be so I says to myself after Mass : 
* Con, if you lose this chance, you'll be nothing less than an ass.' 
So, for God's sake, darling, forgive me : forgive me, my colleen 
dhas. 

" You'll aisy get better than me. You're young and fresh as a rose. 
You've a soft deludhering tongue and eyes that can coax. Who 

knows 
But you'll meet with some rich old man, as I met with Bridget here? 
Anyhow, EUie, don't fret, for you'll thank me yet, never fear, 
So now I've no more to say, but forgive and forget, my dear." 

Ah ! Conny, my love, I forgive but I cannot forget you yet, 
A girl that loves may forgive but I think she can never forget. 
I know that, as long as I live, you alone will be loved by me, 
1 will hear your beautiful voice and kiss, you in dreams and see 
Yoiu- feet coming over the meadows to meet me down at the Lee. 

How many a year ago, Conny, you said we should never part. 

I was only a little child, Conny, when you called me your own 

sweetheart. 
And stole a lock of my hair and swore that my face was sweet 
As an angel's. How could I guess that while ever your heart's 

pulse beat 
You'd leave me ? God knows I'd sooner you had laid me dea4 at 

your feet. 



54 ^ BUNDLE OF BALLADS. 

There's little pleasure in life, for I've no one to love me now, 
No one to carry the pail when I go milking the cow. 
No one to come and meet me, when the summer moon shines bright. 
By the river or lane or wood and make me blush with delight 
At the kisses and tender words that brought Heaven itself to my 
sight. 

What is he doing now ? Why kissing his bride, no doubt. 

But 1 must be hurrying home, for the sheep may have strayed 

about, 
And the goslings want to be fed and the pig may have broken the 

sty. 
And mother is old and weak, and I must be kind and try 
To help her. So, Conny, my love, I bid you a last good-bye. 



GRANDMOTHER'S LOVER. 

" T T AD you ever a lover, granny ?" Why, Mary, what are you at, 

X JL Asking your mother's mother a silly question like that ? 
Surely your sense should tell you I loved and was honestly wed, 
For where would you be, you slut, but for mc and grandfather Ned. 

Lx>ver, indeed ! The notion ! My brains are addled outright. 
For love, love, love, is your cry all day from mom till night. 
Ever since Pat MoUoy — bad scran to his slippery tongue — 
Made you light in the head, for he saw you were foolish and young. 

** Granny, you're angry!" Tut, tut, what on earth put that in 

your head ? 
Marry your Pat, if you please, only do it before I am dead. 
For though I'm a grandmother now, I'd like to be more, please 

God, 
And who knows but I'll dandle your child, before I'm laid under 

the sod ? 

There ! I'll vex you no more, so be aisy, acushla machree. 
And, since it can do no harm, I'll tell you what happened to me 
When I was a colleen oge and the lads came hovering roimd, 
Wmking and makmg love,— but you know their tricks, I'll be 
bound. 
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Anyhow out of the gang I chose the best of them all, 
Dinny O'Connell his name was, a grand man, stately and tall, 
With eyes the color of heaven, and hair the color of com. 
And a voice that was sweeter to me than the skylark's song in the 
mom. 

He was shy as a child at first and I thought that my heart would 

break, 
But at last one night as we sat alone at Dan Donovan's wake, 
"Norah," says he "I love you: you're the only joy of my life, 
And I'll waste away to a shadow if I don't get you for my wife." 

Dickens a word I spoke but the blood rushed up to my face, 
And that was answer enough, so in spite of the sorrowful place 
And old Dan's corpse on the table we cuddled and kissed and con- 
fessed 
That of all the pleasures in life such love as ours was the best. 

I needn't tell you, child, we were out of our minds with glee 
Courting on summer evenings. Ah ! none were so happy as we. 
But all was ready at last, the clothes, the house, and the feast. 
And father had scraped up money to pay the fee to the priest. 

But, Mary, the times were bad and all the talk was of France, 
How she was sending troops to make the Sassenachs dance, 
And how the Irish would rise when they saw her ships on the sea. 
For they knew that the Irish and French would be sure to make 
Ireland free. 

I knew the murder had come when Dinny kissed me one night 
And whispered : ** Good-bye, my darling, and pray for me in the 

fight. 
'Tis hard to leave you, my jewel, but Lord ! I couldn't keep still 
While the boys were dying for Ireland : so I'm off for Vinegar 

Hill." 

I waited a week, a month, but I never saw Dinny again. 

And fully a year had passed when I heard from one of the men 

That my boy had fought like a lion and had stopped when the 

others fled. 
And had died like a soldier of Ireland with the Saxons' balls through 

his head. 
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Dam that furze, how it smokes ! Why it makes me cry like a fool, 
So I'll just take a snooze on the bed and do you take your stocking 

and stool 
And go to your lover, child. But, Lord, as you value your head, 
Don't ever breathe a word of my story to grandfather Ned. 



KATIE OF AHERLOW. 

ON a sunny April evening she walked proudly through the village. 
She heeded not the lads and men who rested after tillage 
And gazed upon her beauty with eyes that longed to pillage 
A loving look or smile from sweet Kate of Aherlow. 

She heeded not the women who in little groups were sitting 

And, as she passed them by, dropped their needles and their 

knitting 
And, envious of her charms, pursed their lips and fell to twitting 
Sweet Katie for her scorn of the lads of Aherlow. 

** *Tis she'll be sorry yet," muttered one grown old and blinded 
With poring over net- work, " though now she's more high-minded 
Than all the goats in Kerry." Then the others, longer-winded, 
Foretold an awful ending for sweet Kate of Aherlow. 

But Katie went her way, as heedless of their snarling 
As a sky -lark, high in heaven, is of croaking crow or starling, 
For the air resounded still with the blessed words "My darling," 
That were uttered yester-even in the glens of Aherlow. 

Hence her eyes were glad with love-light as she hastened in the 

gloaming 
To a mossy wooded nook where a waterfall was foaming 
Beside a primrose bank, fit for lovers tired of roaming 
And seeking shade from sunshine in the glens of Aherlow. 

At her footfall sprang a hound through the reeds and water-cresses, 
Leaped a young man through the gloom and covered with caresses 
The lips, the cheeks, the brow, and the splendid golden tresses 
That slirouded the neck and bosom of sweet Kate of Aherlow. 
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" Do you love me, sweet," he cried, as he felt her warm kisses, 
And she blushed a rosy-red and answered : " Ah ! love, this is 
For me, a village girl, the best of earthly bUsses 
To have such a handsome sweetheart as the squire of Alierlow." 

At their feet the water foamed, overhead the woodquests courted, 
And a score of dusky bats flitted round them and reported 
To the butterflies and flowers that a noble suitor sported 
With the heart of bonny Katie in the glens of Aherlow. 

" Then fly with me," he cried, **let us drink in fullest measiu^ 

Tlie cup of love that is life's only perfect pleasure. 

Bitter is life to me unless I can keep and treasure 

The beauty tliat won my love in the glens of Aherlow." 

She trembled in his arms as she saw the splendid vision, 
Saw the longing in his face, as he paused for her decision. 
Saw before her wealth and love and behind her the derision 
And the hateful spiteful faces of the hags of Aherlow. 

Still she paused for she remembered how often at the chapel 
The good old priest had said that the devil loves to grapple 
With a girl's immortal soul by means of such an apple 
As was offered to her here in the glens of Aherlow. 

At last she said : ** To-morrow I will give you my reply, love, 
And, though I vex you sore, however hard I try, love. 
Promise to love-me still, for alas ! 1 soon would die, love, 
If you left me here to mourn in the glens of Aherlow." 

Kissing a brief farewell, they parted, but oh ! the pity, 

For scarce had their footfall died as they hastened, he to the city. 

She to her village-home, humming a joyous ditty. 

Than a horrible chuckle rang through the glens of Aherlow. 

And crazy old Peg came forth and began to mutter and drivel. 
As she crouched by the water-fall's edge : " Oh, Squire, you're a 

regular divil. 
But the hussy's as bad and faith she never treated me civil, 
So I'll go and disgrace her now to the women of Aherlow." 
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Laughter and bitter sneers rang out through the quiet village, 

Knitting was laid aside and the weariness after tillage, 

And all tongues cackled of her who had let the young Squire 

pillage 
The bloom of her youthful beauty in the glens of Aherlow. 

She came towards them proudly and gave not the smallest token 

Of the sorrow that filled her heart for the words tliat must be 
spoken 

To her lover, who then, no doubt, would cast her away heart- 
broken, 

And leave her to pine and perish in the glens of Aherlow. 

As she murmured : ** I dare not sin" she was roused by the women 

yelling : 
** Strumpet, go to your Squire. Ha ! Ha ! though your heart is 

swelling 
With pride and happiness now, you'll curse yourself yet for selling 
Your purty body, you jade, in the glens of Aherlow. 

" Quick ! Get out of our sight, for, by God, you shall not dis- 
grace us. 
Honest women are we, who have no Squires to embrace us. 
Curse you, hurry away, and if ever again you face us, 
We'll tear you, limb from limb, you strumpet of Aherlow." 

Strumpet? She who was pure as the best? For a second she 

fronted 
The yelling rabble and then, in a trice, her conscience was blunted. 
And, raising her golden head with the scorn of a lioness hunted, 
She went to the tempter's arms in the glens of Aherlow. 

Summer-time, winter-time, spring-time passed over the land with 

their glamour, 
But Katie never came back and the women had ceased to clamor. 
Ceased to say: ** God is just, for surely 'twas right to danm her 
For selling her purty body in the glens of Aherlow." 

But who comes hither in rags, humming a bawdy ditty. 
Reeling with hunger and drink through the filthy slums of the city. 
Selling her body still ? Oh ! Mother of God, have pity 
On poor lost Katie, who fell in the glens of Aherlow. 
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Loudly the bells ring out from the little church in the village, 

The women care not for knitting and the men abandon the tillage, 

And the children stand in a group by the church-yard, waiting to 

pillage 
A handful of silver and gold from the Squire of Aherlow. 

And lo ! he moves through their midst with a young girl, nobly- 
born, 
And smiles and flings his gold, as a sower flings ears of corn. 
And, blessed with a lovely bride, thinks not of the April mom. 
When he ruined bonny Katie in the glens of Aherlow. 



THE MAID OF MACROOM. 

WHY did I never get married ? I'd be happier far, you say. 
Well, well, perhaps you are right, but courting wasn't my 
way, 
For, while I was young and hearty, I thought it best to be free. 
So I didn't care for the girls and the girls didn't care for me. 

Besides, I hadn't the farm, I was only a laboring man. 
With never a sheep or a cow, for the farm was willed to Dan. 
But Dan hadn't daughter nor son and the law couldn't set me aside, 
So I bided my time till at last poor Dan took the fever and died. 

" Take care of the missus, Dave," he whispered, " when I am dead. 
She's cranky and cross at times, but you know she's light in the 

head. 
And get some decent girl to give you an heir to the place, 
And don't give up the farm or you'll never have luck nor grace." 

I promised all that he asked, and an hour or two after he died. 
And his wife wouldn't stop in the house : she was sulky and stiff 

with pride. 
And she plagued me a whole long month till at last we agreed it 

was best 
She should pack away from the farm to her brother's home in the 

West. 
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I might have got married then : I was still in the prime of life. 
There wasn't a girl around but was willing to be my wife. 
But, faith, I was hard to please and I found in them all no charm. 
So I sat alone by the fire and still no heir to the farm. 

But it came at last, the chance of doing poor Dan's dteire. 

For it happened, one winter's night, as I dozed by the bright 

furze-fire. 
The latch of the door was raised and out of the snow and storm 
There came and crouched by my side a young girl's shivering form. 

Lord ! as I saw her there, with stiff hands stretched to the heat, 
With snow on her bent bare head and blood on her small bare feet. 
With the color of death on her face and the fear of death in her 

eyes. 
My heart jumped up to my mouth and I couldn't speak for sur- 
prise. 

Fancy an elderly man alone on a desolate farm 

Faced by a ghost like that who lays a hand on his arm. 

And begs for shelter and food in a voice that is weak with pain I 

Wasn't it sure to upset an elderly bachelor's brain? 

How I did it, God knows, but I fetched her some milk and bread. 
And when she had eaten and drunk made her strip and stretch in 

my bed. 
Then, fearing the poor weak soul might have to fight for her life, 
I rushed through the blinding storm for Biddy, the dairyman's wife. 

But Biddy's child had the cramp and she wouldn't stir for the world. 
However 'twas daylight then and I knew tliat the colleen was 

curled 
Up in my big four-poster and ought to be cosey and warm, 
So I pitched old Biddy be hanged and went out again to the storm. 

The colleen didn't get sick : no, faith, but got stronger instead, 
For I coaxed her to stay at the farm and soon her thin cheeks grew 

red. 
And her bonny brown eyes grew bright and she chirruped and sang 

with glee. 
Till, somehow, I cared for her more than she ever could care for me. 
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For I got to love her so well from watching her all day at work. 
That, though I knew nothing about her, except that her name was 

Burke, 
Maryanne Burke from the West, I felt an awful alarm, 
In dread she would slip away and leave me alone at the fum. 

There was only one way to keep her and I tried it one bright June 

mom. 
As I walked with her after Mass through a field of ripening corn, 
For there and then I told her of the joy she had brought to my life, 
And how I couldn't have peace until I had made her my wife. 

When the lads get talking of love I am told that the girLsget red. 
Then why did my girl get white and shiver and bow her head ? 
Why, as I clasped her hands, did she turn stiff as a stone 
And push me aside and cry : '* For God's sake let me alone ?" 

A big sob stuck in my throat as she fled like a frightened bird. 
And the Lord knows what I'd have done if it hadn't been that I 

heard 
A voice from the hedge behind me that roused me out of my gloom. 
And, turning, I saw a jobber who lived to the north of Macroom. 

Yearlings and lambs he wanted and of course I had some to soil. 
So we wandered over the farm till we came to the old stone well. 
Where always on summer Sundays my colleen rested from work. 
And there our chaffering ceased, for before us was Maryanne Burke. 

Shading her eyes from the sun she looked at the stranger and then 

The color died in her face and she fled like a hunted wren. 

And a great oath came from the jobber, as he gripped me hard by 

the arm 
And muttered : ** Heavens above ! How came that jade to the 

farm? 

"Maryanne Burke with you? Why, damn me, I thought she was 

dead. 
And dead she deserves to be if all be true that was said. 
And all of it can't be false, for the baby's body was found. 
And not a soul in the parish but swore the babe had been drowned. " 
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"Baby? Whose baby?" I asked, "Not Maryanne Burke's, Til 

swear." 
" Aye but it was !" he cried, " Same eyes and color of hair, 
Plain to be seen in each. Besides, give the Devil his due, 
Maryanne never denied what all of us knew to be true. 

" Married ? No, no, worse luck, for where would the shame be 

then? 
And it wasn't for want of love, for I know that the heartiest men 
In the parish had asked her to marry, but " No" was her answer 

to all. 
So they turned away in disgust and Maryanne went to her fall. 

"Who ruined her? Well, there was talk of a red -coated soldier 

from Cork. 
But none of us knew for certain ; besides, it was none of our work. 
Anyhow, soldier or not, in the dawn of a winter mom 
Maryanne took to her bed and at noon the baby was bom. 

" It was then that her dirty deed seemed to drive poor Maryanne 

mad. 
She certainly cared for her child and gave it what milk she had, 
But she never chirruped nor sang as mothers are used to do. 
For the colleen's heart was broken and Hell was ever in view. 

" But the worst of all was to come and it came one midnight in May. 
I was strolling home by the river, when I heard a woman's voice 

pray: 
"Mother of Christ, forgive me," and at first I thought 'twas a 

dream 
Till I looked and saw Maryanne Burke and heard a splash and a 

scream. 

" In a second I reached her side and, gripping her hard by the arm, 
Asked her : " Why are you here? Have you done the babe any 

harm ?" 
But white as a ghost she stood and made neither sign nor sound. 
Then I guessed the horrible truth and knew the babe had been 

drowned. 
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" Into the river I plunged and, groping awhile in the sand. 
Came first on a little white cap and then on a wee little liand, 
And at last on a little dead body, stretched out and stiff as a stone. 
Oh ! neighbor, neighbor, I tell you, it pierced me through to the 
bone. 

** I lifted the little thing up and looked for the mother, but she 
Had vanished and never again was seen in the parish and we 
Who knew the sin and the shame and the horrible life she had led 
Quietly buried the baby and thought that the mother was dead. 

" And here she is now with you ? Well, well, let her live as she can. 
Tm not the one to hurt her and I know that you're not the man 
To thrust her out in the world. But still I thought it was best 
You should know the deed she had done and judge yourself for the 
rest." 

We turned to the cattle then and he bought the best of the lot, 
A bargain he got of them too, for I felt like a man just shot. 
And hadn't the heart to chaffer, but let him take what he would. 
While I swore to make Maryannc happy, if ever an old man could. 

What was her sin to me, who worshipped the groimd she trod ? 
And, granlmg she killed her child, was I to be judge or God ? 
Sinner or saint I loved her and swore to keep her from harm. 
So I bade the jobber good-bye and hurried home to the farm. 

But, just as I reached the door, I guessed that something was 

wrong, 
For the house was as still as the grave, and I heard no light little 

song. 
And I saw no favorite face look up with a welcome from work. 
Then, ah ! God help me, 1 knew 1 had lost my Maryanne Burke. 

Aye, lost her for evermore, though I searched for her far and wide, 
Lost her, just at the hour I was hoping to make her my bride. 
Hoping to make her happy and shield her from sin and harm 
And do my brother's desire and raise an heir to the farm. 

Somehow I think she too would have loved me a little at last. 
And reared my children well, in spite of the terrible past. 
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Aye, surely this might have been, had the jobber not come that day. 
For 'twas he and he alone who drove my darling away. 

But it's no use bothering now, for I've only a little to live 
And I wish that little were spent, since life has nothing to give. 
And maybe, high up in Heaven, when Tve ended my life's long 

work, 
I shall find her among the angels, my own sweet Maryanne Burke. 



A MAY MELODY. 

SINCE you love me as you say, love, 
Since you dream ol me night and day. 
Since the skies seem sombre and gray, love. 

When I am far away. 
Will you heed me, as I pray, love, 

And take courage to obey ? 
Will you marry me, mavoumeen. 
In this merry month of May ? 

We have all earth's goods between us, 

I have wealth and brains and race. 
You are beautiful as Venus 

With your tender flower- like face. 
We love each other dearly. 

So kiss me sweet and say : 
'*! will marry you, mavoumeen. 

In this merry month of May." 

She answered very sadly : 

"When I am old and gray, 
I will think, and oh ! so gladly. 

Of the glory of to-day, 
How you whispered that you loved me 

And were not ashamed to say : 
* Will you marry me, mavoumeen. 

In this merry month of May ?' 
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" But, ah I it cannot be, love. 

Though I love you more than life. 
A peasant-girl like me, love. 

May not be a rich man's wife. 
And I know you would be sorry 

In some far future day. 
If you married me, mavoumeen. 

In this merry month of May." 

These were the last words spoken, 

For he left her there alone 
By the river's edge, heartbroken. 

To clasp her hands and moan : 
"Ah, love, if you had loved me. 

You'd have cast the world away 
And have married me, mavoumeen. 

In this merry month of May." 



THOMAS CARLYLE. 

HAS the angel come ? Is my hero no longer living. 
My poet, my prophet, untarnished of sin and stark. 
Whom alone I knelt with a prayer to my God for giving 
As leader to guide us through days that have dawned so dark ? 
I find none like thee alive, so staunch and royal. 
Smiting the sinners to dust with a righteous rod. 
Brothers and sisters, for once in your lives be loyal 
With reverence meet for a man who has walked with God. 

We have fallen low since the time when Christ was our neighbor ; 

On paltry pleasures our souls are intently set ; 

Yet courage was ours to bend our brows to the labor, 

While a good man Uved who could help us to vanquish yet. 

Though the world was sunk in a sensual slavish revel 

And Gold was a cruel Grod with a deadly mace, 

We looked to the sun and were sure we could crush the Devil, 

While a brave man stood at his post in the Captain's place. 
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In ages to come all women and men will wonder 

At the deeds that this great man did in our sad sore time. 
They will sing his songs that echo like blasts of thmider 

And train their spirits to live as he lived sublime. « 
For never a man, who has walked with men as a brother, 

Has heard God's voice more clear from the star-lit spheres. 
Much time must pass ere the great Powers send such another 

To give us the blessing of joy for the curse of tears. 

All wise men move on a path beset with danger, 

The wisest of all found nothing to make life sweet. 
From the time when he first drew breath in the lowly manger 

To the time when the nails were fixed in his hands and feet. 
For the men that were mad cried out : *' Do you think to crush us 

Into your own tame shape ? You are mad, we say. 
What you find bitter and bad our lips find luscious. 

To-morrow we die. Let us pleasure our soub to-day." 

Of a surety long since had the sons of the Earth grown rotten. 

Been laid as a leper to lie in a loathsome grave. 
Had Satan prevailed, had the Maker of men forgotten 

That each man woman and child has a soul to save. 
So never a century dies that is wholly wasted. 

Not all its sons lias the kiss of the Fiend enticed. 
Since heroes arise, who have studied of truth and tasted 

The beaker of pleasure that gladdened the lips of Christ. 

Like stars that quiver with love on a wild oasis 

These beacons blaze with a splendor no mists can stain 
And bear the souls that are faint from the Fiend's embraces 

To a beautiful land that is vacant of sins and pain. 
I see them glide through the ages, lit up with glory, 

Buffeted, barren, perchance, of a blissful ease, 
In the summer of youth or laden with years and hoary. 

Never an age breeds lovelier fruits than these. 

Verily these were great whom the grave has beckoned 

To a quiet sleep after toil of a life spent thus, 
And great as the greatest was he, to no man second, 

Who steadied the tempests of life for our sires and us, 
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And sang his magnificent paean : ** O man, tliou starvest 
For light and right in the midst of despair and wrong. 

Give ear : your God will give you a goodly harvest, 
If the sins tliat assail find the strength of your soul too strong.'* 

None that have cars can be deaf to the perfect poem 

That flashed from his soul and shall ring till the days be dead. 
Young men, none of you dream of the thanks you owe him. 

Are not his hands with the blood of your slain foes red ? 
Behold, he has given the best of his years to raise you 

Far from the power of the serpents that hiss and sting. 
Wonderful man ! 1 am proud that I live to praise you. 

Prophet of God, my poet, my priest, my king. 

The lips of the knaves. that lie, of the fools that babble, 

Grow pallid as death at his anger that flames hkc fire. 
But souls, that seem valueless dross to the blind deaf rabble. 

That cjioke with the weight of the bad mad centuries' mire, 
Find help at need in the hands of my dauntless Captain : 

Swiftly the jewels are cleansed of the ghastly stains ; 
They are clear as the sun of the clouds that their deeds were 
wrapped in. 

And laugh with joy in the palace where King Death reigns 

In the time when the land was sick with a senseless revel 

They came among men with commands from the great Lord God, 
But few men heeded, since most men bowed to the Devil, 

They were scorned and beaten and bruised with a shameless rod. 
Yet they smiled at the scourges and swerved no whit for a moment 

From the trust God gave. Of a surety their strong souls knew 
That the sorrow and stripes of this little life below meant 

A happier life in a land that is gained by few. 

Dark hours chastised me, constrained me to strive and wrestle 

With hard grim shapes, grown cruel as lust and gray, 
And tortured my soul, as breakers torment a vessel 

That drives on the sharp rocks, drowned in a shower of spray. 
But clear through the wings of night, as a gracious token, 

A bright star shone and I dared not die in despair, 
I waited and lo ! the bondage that pained was broken, 

I looked for the light that saved and I found you there. 
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The voice of the days and nights in your ears is hollow, 

The beautifnl voice is dead, for the task is done. 
Since thou art taken, will any be found to follow 

With gifts like thine ? I fear, in my heart, not one. 
Yea, dear Death beckons you home and I may not meet you 

Face unto face on the earth where you lived so well. 
But the hoiu* will come when, Master, I too shall greet you 

With eloquent thanks for the soul you have saved from Hell. 



THE MOTHER OF HOMER. 

PRINCESS of all men's mothers, lovelier 
Than any lady of past times who bade 

Hei poet rise from soft sleep in the shade 
And sing away his soul in praise of her, 
Until the name grew as a spell to stir 

All hearts to deepest reverence. 

Sweet maid, 
Dancing in girlhood through the emerald glade. 

Where choirs of sleepless nightingales demur 
At pain the grim Gods give, thy young life meant 

The sun's heat on thy shining flower-crowned hair 
Kind kisses of the cool refreshing tide ; 

Thou knewest not that from the Sun-God's tent 
A torch of wondrous light would fall and flare 

Thy glory fax as his swift horses ride. 

Thou wast the queenliest of lo's isle. 

Stout eagle-hearted heroes at thy word. 

Thy Hghtest glance, bowed down their heads and spurred 
Their souls to doughtiest deeds, in hopes to wile 
Glad music from thy lips or one bright smile 

From pale cheeks, smooth as any soft-winged bird, 

But all their vows and pleadings were unheard. 
And never the best of them, with all his 'guile. 

Had ever the luck to clasp thee to his breast 
Or feel the beauty of thy angel-face 

Strike dazzling, till his eyes were well-nigh blind, 
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For ah ! sweet maid, thou shalt not reach love's rest, 

Till one of the immortal Gods embrace 
And love thee with a love beyond mankind. 

The wooing of the maid was on this wise. 

She lay one eve within a canopy 

Of holm-oaks, bordering the purple sea. 
And dreamed strange dreams. As on a temple's frieze, 
Illustrious Gods she sees : in glad surprise 

She wakes, and, marveling if such Gods can be. 

Looks up and lo ! a form of majesty, 
Divinely great, with fragrance from the skies. 

Stands smiling at her feet, with face so fair 
And eyes so full of worship that her dread 

Dies and her soul is conscious of the bliss 
Of warm caresses on her face and hair. 

Of outstretched arms pillowing her head, 
Of music made by many a burning kiss. 

The eternal waters whispered at their feet 

Sweet love-songs. When the moon arose, he tore 

His lips £ix)m hers and left her evermore 
For lack of his dear love to pine and beat 
Her breast in anguish at the piercing sleet 

Of her sisters' scorn, till some foemen bore 

Her, captive, shame-faced, to a strange wild shore 
Hating a life she found no longer sweet. 

Since all she loved was lost. Alas ! she sang 
No more, since Love had snapped the one true chord 

And clothed her lips with sorrow like the night, 
But bided in patience till the mother's pang 

Came on her, sharper than a two-edged sword, 
And a lordly boy leaped forth into the light. 

Pale as a marble statue on her bed 
Of deep green moss baptized with evening dew 
She lay and stretched her wan weak arms and drew 

The baby to her breast, while hark ! one said : 

•*My own dear love, I bid you have no dread 
Of Death, who brings you peace. You have been true 
To me, who could not live in love with you 
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On Earth, but who can cherish you, when dead. 
And make your boy immortal. See ! the sky 

Is darkening. Haste, my darling. All is well 
And shall be well for ever." Pleased, she smiled 

And, turning to the sunset, breathed a sigh 
Of thankfulness and then the moonbeams fell 

Upon a dead girl and a sleeping child. 



CHOPIN. 

ETERNAL conjurer of sounds and sights 
That make the wizard's cheeks grow gladly pale. 

Of tortured spirits shrieking on the gale. 
Of wood-nymphs sobbing through the moonlit nights, 
Thy music should be heard between the lights 

When witches dance along the haunted dale 

And sailors fancy in the rustling sail 
Weird laughter of mermaidens and of sprites : 

I hear thy voice, now murmuring like a dove. 
That mourns her mate bronze-breasted and her brood. 

Now thundering like the tyrant of the sea, 
For thou wast ahungered for a woman's love. 

And maddened at the tide of patriots' blood 
That flowed for Poland and for Liberty. 



MY DOGS THEOLOGY. 

MASTER, my words must be faint and few. 
But I hold a secret no scholar has read ; 
I am only a poor old dog, it is true. 
Blind, weak-limbed, unsightly to view. 
With scarcely a tooth in my head. 

Yet we dogs are greater far than you think. 
Not in body alone but in power of mind. 
We were not made just to eat and to drink 
And be thrown in a way-side grave till we stink 
And the worms leave nought behind. 
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Ah, no, for ours is a happier lot I 
A something escapes from the burial-hole. 

Too splendid to die, too fragrant to rot. 

My master, I tell you — believe me or not- 
God blessed each dog with a soul. 

You start at hearing me use man's speech, 

And only one dog in a billion can. 
You have loved me : thus I am bound to teach 
That Death sets no impassable breach 

Between a dog and a man. 

You have never lifted a foot to kick, 
You have never lifted a whip to flog, 

But a life-long care, were I healthy or sick, 

Left only one thorn of sorrow to prick- 
That you were not bom a dog. 

To you the truth of my words is plain, 

Who know that God has done all things well : 
I say that not only mankind shall gain 
For their good works joy, for their bad works pain. 
We too have a Heaven and Hell. 

When a good dog bids a farewell to earth 
He is borne afar through the pure blue sky 

To a beautiful land of eternal mirth. 

Cloven apart by a silver firth 
From the land for which lost men sigh. 

There the souls of the saved dogs stay. 

Of every breed and of every grade. 
Stretched at ease for the live-long day. 
Watching the innocent puppies at play. 

And snapping at flies in the shade. 

But a ruthless spirit is always sent 

When the dusk is alive with the ghostly bats, 
Bidding them sharpen their teeth to torment 
Those brutes, whose lives have been badly spent, 
Especially vixenish cats. 



A BUNDLE OF BALLADS. 

Swiftly they speed with a blazing brand 
To a region reeking with sores and sins 

And there on the bounds of that loathsome land 

Of burning breezes and searing sand 
Their nightly duty begins. 

For there all beasts of the lower ranks 

Are fast enclosed in a strangling mesh 
While they curse their cruel demoniac pranks, 
As the hot blood flows from the quivering flanks 
And the horse-flies feast on the flesh. 

And there are the cowards who practise their wits 

In making their dogs* lives awful with fear. 
They are punished now, for each wronged beast sits 
On the chest of his master, and tears him to bits 
Till the moon and the stars disappear, 

And the flowers are awake on the fertile leas ; 

Then they lave their limbs in a cooling stream. 
And, stretched on the grass beneath leafy trees 
And soothed by the music of birds and bees, 

Doze all day long in a dream. 

The bad dogs suflFer a fearful doom 

On a floating island of burning ice, 
Where no light pierces the ghostly gloom 
And the Earth sends up from her teeming womb 

Legions of rats and of mice 

To scamper and drive their sharp little teeth 
Into each dog's bosom, with never a pause. 

Till the fur is torn to bits and beneath 

Glares the hot red flesh, like a sword without sheath, 
And the long tongue lolls from the jaws. 

In one thought mainly my grand joy lies. 
That, Master, we two after death shall meet. 

Once more I shall look in your kindly eyes, 

Made brighter than ever by Paradise, 
And lie content at your feet. 
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Since all men visit our lovely land 
Whose souls are pure as the stainless snow. 

Then, Master mine, you will miderstand 

The worship, the mute caress of the hand, 
Only half comprehended below, 

I am saved from Hell ; I am sure of that. 

It is well, for the term of my life is up. 
I have laid the foe, that beset me, flat, 
My craving to murder the tortoise-shell cat 

That killed my favorite pup. 

Dear Master, now you have heard in brief 

The exquisite life that all good dogs lead. 
When I die you must not be crushed by grief 
But train your mind to a strong belief 

In the truth of your poor dog's* creed. 



AURI FAMES. 

"/'^ ET gold,*' the rich man cries " at any price, 
vJ Of health, love, manhood. Honor while you cj 

This God of Gods. Fling down a caravan 
Of golden calves and dainty odorous spice 
Before his shrine. With these you will entice 

Knee-worship from the proudest princeliest man. 

Idiot ! Forgettest thou the eternal ban 
Of Death when six feet of red earth suffice 

To bury you? Ah, then you cannot bribe 
With all the treasures of the Orient lands, 

Though mightier than the mightiest Patadin, 
If wicked and unjust, the stem sad scribe 

Who holds the awful Book within his hands 
To quit you of a tittle of your sin. 
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THE SKIES. 

To peer beyond the white folds of a cloud 
Into the sweet weird face of heaven where shines 

A glory greater than a million mines 
Is never granted to the prattling crowd 
Who wear in life and death a mouldering shroud. 

To them the heavens are mere weather-signs. 

To them the teaching of our best divmes, 
Our poets and our painters, is a proud 

Mad fantasy. I tell you, ye must meet, 
Ye g^at High -priests, sad jeering far a while, 

And fools will yell : " Avaunt with all your lies," 
A little while, till, kneeling at God*s feet. 

And sunned for ever by his gracious smile. 
Ye find your dreams come true in Paradise. 



A SONG FOR IRELAND. 

DEAR Ireland, foster-mother 
Of all my kin and me. 
Thou darling of the sea, 

I breathe a prayer for thee, 
Who art loved as is none other, 
That God may make thee free. 

From age to age a jailer 
Has made thy children quail, 
Thy children's cheeks are pale, 
Nor find they aught avail. 

But, like a shipwrecked sailor. 
See nowhere any sail. * 

Ah me ! the dream is glorious 

That I alive may be 

When sea rings back to sea 

In peals of ecstasy 
From countless throats victorious 

One great shout : ** Liberty." 
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Then, no more overladen 

With, anguish, shalt thou stand, 

My bleeding native land. 

In tears, but very grand. 
With Peace, a lovely maiden. 

And Plenty, hand in hand. 

No longer, sad as Clytie 

For lack of love and praise, 

Shalt thou wear faded bays, 

But surely thou shalt raise 
The voice that made thee mighty 

In grand immortal days. 

When thou wast Queen of Culture. 

Oh ! wondrous days of old, 

When faith was more than gold, 

Ere yet thy soul grew cold 
And slept with grim sepulture 

Within Death's stifling fold. 

O Lord, if there be any 

Relief within the blue 

Sweet heaven, look down, renew 

Her life, whose soul is true. 
Whose tears have been so many. 

Whose smiles have been so few. 

Courage, my country ! Cherish 

High hopes and have no dread 

Of days that dawn blood-red. 

Raise up thy royal head. 
Thou shalt not surely perish 

Till all the world be dead. 
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A POETS FUNERAL. 

I THINK it is right when a man's life ends 
That all should be ordered as he thinks best, 
And thus 1 would ask one grace of my friends— 

To pay good heed to my last request, 
When the signal comes through the stifling gloom, 

And I feel God's hand on my weary head, 
And a whisper flies through the silent room ; 
** Alas, our singer lies cold and dead !" 

You must wheel my bed to the window first : 

1 was ever a lover of air and of hght. 
And would fain, when dead, have the grand sun burst 

In a splendid blaze on my Winded sight. 
For two short day^you must leave me so, 

And 1 trust that not one of you all will weep — 

Then take me out when the first cocks crow 

To the place where the men of my kindred sleep. 

When the last hour comes you must softly place, 

With a chaplet of pure white flowers on my heart, 
That painting you sec of a dear dead face, — 

Not even King Death shall keep us apart. 
Close up the plain deal coffin and then 

Bear me out, but not to a hearse, ah, no ! 
A few stout broad-shouldered Irishmen 

Will not fail the man who has loved them so. 

We find rough coating roimd costly pearls, 

I have found fine souls beside fires of furze 
In swarthy ditchers and bare-legged girls, 

In all, whom the lords of the soil deem curs. 
And thus, when I pass to the Land above, 

I may be hated for much I have done, 
But my heart will hold as a gem the love 

Of the loyalest peasantry under the sim. 



A poet's funeral. 77 

As a bearded man, as a playful child, 

I hove found them rich in the gifts most rare. 
In innocent pleasures, thoughts undefUcd, 

These men and women ^ chaste and fair. 
So I know when the toil of my life's work ends, 

And I close my eyes, nevermore to wake, 
Those men, who were ever my staunch good friends. 

Will shoulder my corpse for their dead friend's sake. 

They will mount the stairs in their creaking shoes 

And clumsily enter the chamber of doom ; 
They will nail me tightly, drive in the screws. 

And bear me down to the banquet-room. 
There I shall lie while the sweet birds raise 

A requiem meet from the woods of larch. 
And a skilful, tender musician plays 

Chopin's wonderful fimeral-march. 

Tlien, just as they start, you must close the door 

Of the room where my happiest hours were spent, 
It must not be used for a year, no more. 

If you grant me this, 1 shall rest content. 
1 shall shiver, 1 know, if the house- maid dusts 

My shelves that are crammed with immortal names. 
Or lays a hand on my plaster busts. 

Or the lovely faces in Oxford frames. 

Then take me out to the sun's full view, 

March slowly, skirting the flowers and trees, • 
Where the blackbirds whistle, the woodquests coo, 

And the leaves are kissed by the pure fresh breeze. 
So over the path at a steady pace, 

With heads and shoulder erect, my brave. 
Till you mount the hill and have reached the place. 

There lay me down while you dig my grave. 

You must work the spades with your brawny hands, 

Till a goodly hole be revealed to sight. 
While round in a circle a strange group stands 

With faces awe-struck, haggard and white. 
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Forgotten then will be rank and pride. 
And, kneeling down on the soft wet grass. 

Great gifted souls will be seen beside 
My own old friends of the rough-skinned class. 

And then, while they flatten the last square sod 

That is bright with the gold of the fair young sun, 
And 1 try to settle accounts with God 

For the good deeds missed and the bad deeds done, 
Remember to leave me not quite alone. 

But to come, dear friends, one day in the week. 
With fresh wet flowers for the pure white stone 

That is stamped with my name and a text in Greek. 

Thenceforth go, toil at your worthy work. 

And pray good God for a peaceful life 
In pleasant places where no foes lurk. 

Where joy admits not a sound of strife. 
And think not at all of the sins that stain 

My life. Let only kind words be said. 
For a fancy ever possessed my brain 

That hard words stab the hearts of the dead. 
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